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<*A s it bath been t ABed by the Kings 
zfMate/lies Servants, 



Written by JKiEiawi S haJ^e'-jpeare 



OF 

KING S / CHART) 
THE THIRD* 

Gontayning bis treacherous Plots,a- 
gainft his brother Clarence • The pttifull 
murder of his innocent Nephe wes : his 
tyranous vfurpation : with the 
whole courfe of his detefted life, 

and mofi defcrued death. 
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Ovv is the winter of difcontent, ’ 

Made glorious fummer by this Sonne of 2 - 

And all the clouds, that lowr vpon our houle, 
■fr-..— In the deepe bowels of the Ocean buried. 

Now are our browes bound with vi&orious wreathes, 
OUr bruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarums chang’d to merry 
Ourdreadfull marches to delightful! 

Grim-vifagd warrc,hath fmooth’d his 
And now inftead of mounting barbed 
To fright the foules of fearefull adue 
He capers nimbly in a ladies 
T o the laciuious pleafi ng of a 
But I that am not fharpe of fportine 
Nsr made to court an amourous looking-glaue 
.1 that am rudely ftampt,and want loues maietty 
To llrut before a wanton ambling Nympth, 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion, 

Cheated of feature by diffembling nature. 

Deform’d, vnfinifht lent before my time 
Into this breathing world,halfe made vp. 

And that lb lamely and vnfafhionable. 

That dogs barke at me as I halt at them : e 

Whilei in this weake piping time of peace, 

Haue no delight to pafleaway the time, 

Vnlefle to Ipie my fhadow in the funne, 

And delcant on mine owne deformity .* 

And therefore fince Icannotprouea louer. 



d lUUCIj 

To entertaine thefe faire well fpoken dayes, 
I am determined to proue a villaine. 

And hate the idle pleafuresof thefe dayes : 
Plots haue I layd,induitions dangerous. 
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. Tfie Tf&gt&j - 1 '—Will 

By drunken prophefies libels and dreames. 

To fet my brother Clarence and the King, 

In deadly hate theoneagainftthe other, 

AndifKing Edward be as true and iuft 
As lam fubtile , falfeandtrecherous ; 

This day fliould Clarence clofely be mewd vp. 

About a prophefie which fayesthatG. 

Of Edwards heires the murtherer fhall be. 

Dine thoughts downs to my foule, Enter Clarence &#£ 
Heere Clarence comes, ' a Guard of Af eit 

Brother , gooddayes, what raeane this armed guard 

That waits vpon your grace ? 

C/rf.His Maielly tendring my perfons fafety,hath appointed 

This condudf toconuey me to the Tower. 

Glo» Vpon what caule ? 

Cla, Becaufe my name is George,-- ■ • 

P/o.Alacke my Lord,that fault is noneof yours, 

;ould for that commit your god-fathers: 

- “Tfoelihe hi s Maiefty hath fome intent 

That you (hall be new chriflned in the Tower* 

But vvbat is the matter Clarence, may 1 know ? 

dia.Y ea Richard when I doe know/orlprotcft 
As yet I doe not , but as I can learne. 

He harkens after prophefies, and dreames. 

And from the croffe-row pluckes the letter G, 

And fayes a wizard told him that by G, 
HisiffiK^difinhemed fhould be. 

And for my name-of George begins with G, 

It follow es in his thought that I am he? 

Thefeas I learne and fuch liketoyes as thefc, ■ 

Hauemoued his highnefle to commit me now. 
C'/o.VVhythisit iswhenmenarcruld by women, * 
Tisnotthe King that fends you to the Tower, 

My Lady q ray his wife, Clarence tis fhs. 

That tempts him to this extreamicy, 

Wasit not fhe and that good man of Worfhip 
A nthony Woodtide her . brother there. 

That made him fend L. Hayings to thcTower, 

From whence this prefent day he is deliuered ? 

We are not fafe Clarence, we arc not fafe. Cti. 



ria.Bv Heauen I rhmke there is no man fecurd 
But the Qatenes kindred , and 1 night walking hcral 
Ttat trage b«w«nc tb. King ,nd Mitas Sim : 

Heard you not what an humble fupphant 

Lord Halting* was to her for his deliuery : 

Clo. Humbly complayning to her Deity , 

Got my Lord Chamberlaine his liberty, -• _ 

lie tell you w hat , I thinkeit were cur way, , 

1 f we will keepe in fa do ui 

To be her men and weare ner Luery, 

Theiealous ore-wormewiddow and her feitc'. 

Since that our brother dubd them Geflt;e women" . . , , 

Are mighty goiftpsirt this monarchy. 

JBro.l befeech your graces both to pardon me. 

His Maiefty hath ftraightiy giuen in charge,' 

■rtia-t no man fhall haue priuate conference, 

Ofwhat degree foeuer'Ivith his brother. - ^ 

Glo. Euen fo and pleafeyour worfhip ’Brofynbuyf 
You may pert ake of any thing we fay : 

We fpcake no treafon man, we fay the King 
Is wife and vertuous and the noble Qjieene 
Well ftroke in yeares,faire and not iealouS, 

We fay that Shores Wife hath a prety foote, 

A cherylip a bonny eye , a paffing' pleafing tongue " 

And thatthe Qpeenes kindred are made gentle folks * 

How fay you fir , can you deny all this ? 

Bro. With this(my Lord)my felfe hath nought to do. 
Glo. Nought to do with Miitris Shore, l tell thee fellow. 
He that doth nought with her excepting one, 

V Vere beft to do it fccretly alone/ 

Bro. What one my Lord ? 

Glo. Her husband knaue, wouldeft thou betray me ? 
Bro. 1 befeech your Grace to pardon me,and widball ficus 
Your conference with the noble Duke- ( beare* 

Cla. W e know thy charge Brokenbutj , and will obey/ 
Glo. Weare the Qpeenes Abiedis and mufftobey, 
brother farewell I will vnto the King, 

AndwhatioeUer'you willimploy mein, 

Were it to call King Edwards widdow lifter, 

A 3 I Will 
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1 wilipetforme it t0 foace mtrotherhood, 

Meane time this deepc ine . 

Touches me deeper th e y nevt her ofvs well- 
Ha. I know. it pleafeth ney be long. 

gto. Well your impnfonmcnt matt no 
I will deliuer you , or lie foryou, 

Meane time haue patience. Exit C la. 

s ^LaJJM 

That 1 will flaortly fend thy fou ^ hancls . 

]f Heauen will take the prefe . d jjaftin 

. But who comes heerethe new d^«erea j 

Enter Lord \ , j 

Haft.G ood time of day vnto my S ia ^ b { aine • 

Glo. As much vnto my good L. UiamDer 
Weil, you are welcome to this op . . t ? 

How hath your Lordlhipbrookt imp muft . 

Haft. With patience (nobie L. or ; 

But I fball li'ue my Lord to giue t 
That were the caufe of my ‘ Clarence 

Gto. No doubt, no doubt, and lo rn, 

For they that wereyour enemyes, are ms^. 

And haue preuailed as muc on ^ > be mewe( j 

tfrf/LMorepitty that the b le it • 

While Kites and Buzzards prey at y 

Glo. What newes abroad- . | sat home: 

Oh he hatbikept an ill dyetlong, ^ 

And ouftt much con r umed his r y P 
Tis very gtieuous to be thought vp , 

WhatPis he in his bed ? 

' eta “ 

He cannot hue I hope , an <nu ^eauen : 

Till Geortre be packt with poft-horle vp to nc 

•lie in to frgehis hatred moreto Clarence, With 



■ too. 
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Which lies well fteeld with weighty arguments, 

And if t faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to hue : 

which doneGod take King Edward to his mercy 

And leaue the world forme to buffell in, 

for then ile marry Warwicks youngeft daughter, - 

What though 1 kill her husband and her father. 

The readieil way to make the wench amends. 

Is to become her husband and her father : 

The which will I not all fo much for lone. 

As for another fecret dole intent, 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to market : 

Clarence Hill liues, Edward Hill raignes. 

When they are gone,then muft I count my gaines. Exit i 
Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Henry the ftxt. 

La. Set downe,fet downe, your honourable Lord . 
Ifhonour may be fhrowded in a hearfe, 

Whilft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lane after, 

Poore key-cold figure ofa holy King, 

Pale a fhes of the houfe of Laneafter, 

Thou bloodleffe remnant of that royall blood. 

Be it Iawfull that I inuocate thy Ghoft, 

To heare the lamentations of poore Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward , to thy flanghtered fonne, 

Stabd by the felfe feme hands that made thefe holes 
Loe in thofe windowesthat let forth thy life, 

I poure the helpeleffe balme of my poore’ eyes," 

Curft be the hand that madethe fatall holes, 

Curftbe the heart, that had the heart to do it. 

More direfull hap betide that hated wretch. 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee ; 

Then I can wifli to Adders ,Spiders,T 0 ads, 

Or any creeping venomde thing that liues. 

If euer hehaue child, abortine be it. 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light- 
Whole vgly and vrina turall afpedf 



x , ‘ . p S aipcct 

May fright thehopefull mother at the 



view. 
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Ifcuer he hatte wife let her be made 
As miferable by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Cherfey with your holy load 
Taken from Pauls to be in interred there ; 

And ftill as you are weary of the waight. Enter 

Reft you whiles I. lament King Henries corfe. Glocefier, 

Glo. Stay you that beare the coarfe, and fet it downe. 

La. WhatVlacke-Magitian,coniures vp this fiend 
To flop deuotedcharitabledeeds: 

Glo. Villaine, fe't d ovvne the coarfe, or by Saint Paul x 
lie make a corfe of him that difobeyes ? 

' Gen. Stand backeandlet the coffin paffe. 

Glo^ Vnmannerly dog, ftandft thou when I command,, 
Aduance thy halbert higher then my breaft. 

Or by Saint Paul ile ftrike thee to my foote. 

And fpurne vpon thee begget for thy boldnefle. 

A<«.\Vhat do you tremble,are you all affraid ? 

Alaffe,I blame you not for you are mortall. 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the Diuell. 

Auant thou fearefull minifter of hell. 

Thou had ft but power ouer his mortall body;. 

His foule thou canft not haue therefore be gone, 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charity be not IbcuEft. 

La . Foule diuell,for Gods Take hence, and trouble vs not* 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell. 

Fil’d it with curling cryes,and deepe exclaimes. 

If thou delight to view thy banious deeds, / ni •*.>, 
Behold this patteme of tfiy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeaM mouths and bleed afrelh, 
Blufhjblulh, thou lumpe of foule deformity. 

For tis thy prefence that exhals this blood. 

From cola aiid empty veines where no blood dwdsa 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this bipod mad’ft, reuenge his death: • 

Oh earth which this blood drinkft, reuenge liis death : 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the murderer dead. 
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Or Earth gape open 'wide , and eate him quicke. 

As thou didftiwallow vpthis good Kings blood. 

Which his Hell-gouernd arme hath butchered. 

C?/0.Lady,you known© rule of charity, . 

Which render good forbad , bleifings for curies, 

Aj.Villanne , thou knoweft no law of God, nor man. 
Nobeaftfo fierce , but knowes lome touch of pitty, 

Glo . But 1 know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

La. Oh wonderfull when diuels tell the truth, 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, » 
Vouchfafe deuine perfefticn of. a woman, 

Of thefe fuppofed euils to glue mee leaue. 

By circumftance but to acquit my felfe. 

La. Vouchlafe defufed infeftion of a man, 

For thefe knowne euils, but to giue mee leaue. 

By circumftance to curfe thy curfed felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee , let mee haue 
Some patient lealure to excufe my felfe, 

Arf.Fouler then heart can thinkethee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch dilpaire I fhouid accufe my felfe. 

^ £.And by difpairingfhouldftthou ftand excufd 
For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didft , vnworthy flaughter vpon others* 

Glo, Say that I flew them not. 

La. Why rhen they are not dead : 

But dead they are and diuelilfi flaue by thee* 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then hee is aliue- 

G/o.Nay he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

inthy foule throat thou lieft. Qjieene Parent f aw 
Thy bloody fanlchion lmooking in his blood , ° 

I he vybich thou once didft bend againft her hrpft 
But that my brother beat alfide the poynt. 

. * } }Jf s P^uoked by her flanderous tongue. 

WhrtU,d to gtukvpon my S u, lt lneffen,oXs 



n;. i a ', camt on ought -but bmcfevcs : 
Dtdftthou not Jnll thisKinf > OI..I grantee, 
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Lady 
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. _ n _, ft „ m m<t hedgehog,then God grant race tot, 

Thou S damned fot th y wick ' d d " d,: ' 

Ihoumaicu □<= an d vertuous. 

° h G/! W Th| e fitter for the King of Hcauen that hath lnm. 

1' Seis n Heauen, wherethou flialt neuercome. 
ct'.Let him thankemee that holpe to fend him thither, 

TJ niTeftbetfde the chamber where thou heft.- 
G7<j*> So willitMaddam till I lie with you, 

G/tf.I know fo , but gentle Lady Ame t 

To leaue this kind incounter of your wits, . 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode • 

Is notthecauferofthe time-letfe deaths, 

Ofthefe P lan ta genets , Henry and Edward* 

Ac hlamefull as the executioner ? 

£«.Thou art the caufe, and moft accurfteffca- 
C/o.Your beauty was the caufe of that effect. 

Your beauty which did haunt mee in my fleepe. 

To vndertake the death of all the world, 

So I might reft thathoure in your fweete bofome. 

La. If I thought that , I tell thee homicide, 
Thefenailes fliould rend that beauty fromtheir cheekes. 

G/i.Thefe eyes could neuer endure fweet beauties wild, 
You fhould not blemifli them if I flood by : 

As all the world is clcared by theSunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. 




i wouiu i r»tiv u>> bee reuenged 
Glo.lt is a quarrell moft vnnaturall. 

To be reuenged on him that loucth you* 

L a . It is a quarrell iuft and reafonable, 

To bee reuenged on him that flew my Husband- 
Clo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband. 
Did it to helpe thee to abetter husband- 
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0/ Richard the Third. 

La His better doth not breath vpon the Earth; 

La Whv what was hee ? 

clo. The lelfc fame name but one of better nature. 

La. Where is hee ? . . 

do. Hecre. . Shee rer at hm. 

Why doeft fpit at him ? , c , 

La. Would it vveremortallpoyfon for thy fake. 

Clo. Neuer came poyfon fromfo fweete a place- 
La. Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler Toade, 

Gut of my fight thou doft infea my eyes. _ 

G/o. Th ine eyes fweete Lad y hauc infected mine > 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 

Gl». I would they were, that I might die at once , 

For now they kill me with a liuing death . 

Thofceyes of thine, frommine haue d raw ne fait tearesj 
Shamca their afpeft with ftoreof childifh drops, 

I neuer fued to frind-s. nor enemy. 

My tonguecould neuer leame fweete fmootbmg words. - 

But now thy beauty is propofdemy fee ; 

My proud heart fues and prompts my tongue to ipeaktf. 
Teach not my lips fuch fcorne,for they were made 
For killing Lady not for 1'uch contempt. 
Ifthyreuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe here I lend thee this fharp poynted fword. 

Which ifyoupleafe to hide in this true bofome, 

And let the foule forth that adorneth thee *• 

I lay it naked to thy deadly ftroake ; 

And humbly beg the death vpon my Knees. % 
Nay,doenotpawle,twas.I that kild yourhusband. 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me t 
Nay now difpatch,twas I that Kild King Henry , 

But twas thy hcauenly face that fet me on : Heere fhe lets 
Take vp thy fword againe, or take vp me. fall the Sword 
La. Arife diflfembler , though I wifh thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

G/o.Then bid me kill my felfe,and I will doe it. 

La. I haue already. 
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The Tragedy 

QU. Tnfb that was in thy rage : > 

i bCA Vc it againe 1 , and euen With the word, 
lhat hand Which for my loue did kill thy loue* 

Shall for thy loue , kill a farre truer lornr. 

To both their deaths thou fnalt bee acceflary • 

La. I would know thy heart 
Glo. Tis figured in my Tongue. 

La. I feare mee both arefalfe- 
Glo. Then neuer man was true. 

La, Well, well, put vp your fword- 
Glo. Say then my peace is made. 

La. That fhall you know hereafter. 

Glo. But I fnall Hue in. hope* 

La. All men I hope Hue fo* 

Glo. Vouchfafe to were this ring* 

La. To take is not to giue. 
gig, Looke how this ring iricompaffeth thy finger, 
Euenfothy breftincloleth my poore heart * 

VVere both of them for both ofthemare thine 
And if thy poprafupplyant may 
Butbegonefauour at thy gracious band, 

Thou doeft confirme his happineiTe foreuer* 

La. Whatisit ? 

qU. That it would pleafe thee leatlethefe fad defines 
To him that hath more caufe to bee a mourner, 

And prefcntly repaire to Crosby place , 

Whereafter I haue folemnely enterred 
At Chertfie Monaltery this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 

X will with all expedient duty fee you : 

Fordiuers vnfnowne reafons , I befcech you 
Grant mee this boone- 

I-^.W'ith all my heart , and much it ioyes me too. 

To fee you are become fo penitent : 

Trtffill and Bartly , goe a long with mee. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then you deferuc : 

But fince you teach mee how to flatter you. 

Imagine I haue fayd farewell already Ex,t ‘ci 






of Richard the Third. 

Glo. Sirs, take vp the courfe. 

Ser. Towards Chert fie noble Lord ? 

Glo. No to white Fryers there attend my comming : 
Waseuer woman in this humour woed ?£***• Manet Glo. 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne ? 

He haue her , but I will not keepe her long. 

What ? I haue kild herhusbandand hef rather. 

To take her in her hearts extreamefc heate : 

With curfes in her mouth,teares in her eyes, 

Thebreeding witnefle of her hatred by : 

Hauing God, her confidences nd thefe barres againft mee 5 
And ^nothing to backe my fute withall 
-But the plaine Diuelland diflembling lookes. 

And yet to win her all theworld is nothing ? Hah. ? 

Hath fhee forgot already that braue Prince 
Edward her Lord, Whom I fome three moneths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tcwxbury ? 

A Tweeter and louelier Gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigality of nature : 
Yong ? valiant,wife,and no doubt right royally 
The Ipacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will fhee yet deb ace her eyes on mee, ' 

That crept the golden prime ofthis fweet Prince 
And made her widdowto a woefull bed l 
On me , whole all not equals Edwards moity*, 

On me that halt, and am vnfhapen thus ? 

My Dukedometobee a beggerly denier, 

I aoe miftake my perfon all this while, 

Vpon my life (lie finds although I cannot 
Myfelfe,tobeea maruaious proper man, • 

He bee at charge for a Looking -glalfe. 

And entertaine lome fcore or two of tailors 
To ftudy fafliions to adorns my body. 

Since lam crept in fauour with my leife, 

1 will maintaine it with a little coif. 

But firll ile turne yon fellow in his graue, 

Ar,rl if : & 7 



And then returne lamenting to my loue. 

Shine out faire funne,till I haue brought a glaffe, 
T hat I may fee my flaadovv as i paffe. 
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Exit. 
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The Tugtdy 

^G^?TnlTyou h kS”c kffl . k m**> J»® «**, 

Therefore for Godsfakeentertamegood comfort 

And cheare his grace with quickeand merry words, 

Qu. If hce were dead what would betideofmee ? 

£TNo other harme but Ioffe of fuch a Lord. 

SJu.The Ioffe of fuch a Lord includes all harme. 

Cr 4 ?.The hcaucns hauc bid! you wuh ..goodly feme. 
To bee your comforter when hee is gone. 

JPit.Oh heis young, and his minority 
Is put in the truft of Richard. Gloceftcr, 

A manthatloues not mee , nor none of you. 

Ri . It is concluded hee fhall bee Prote6tor ? 

0». It is determined , not concluded yet. 

But fo it muft be if the King trufcarry, Enter 

Gr . Here comes the Lords of Buckingham..^ Darby. 
Bac, Good time of day vnto your royal! grace. 
D 4 r.God make your Maiefty icyfull as you haue beene- 
0*.The Counteffe Richmond good my Lord of Darb), 
To vour good prayers will fcarce fay , amen: 

Yet Darby, notwithftanding fhees your Wife, 

And louesnot mee, bee you good Lord allured 
I hate not you for herproud arrogancy. 

Dar. I befeech you eythernot beleeuc. 

The cnuious Handers of her accufers. 

Or if Ibee bee accufed in true report, 

Beatcwith herweakneffe,whichl thinke proceeds 
From wayward gcknefle,and no grounded malice* 

J?/. Saw you the King today my Lord Darby ■ 

Dar -But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Came from vifiting his Maiefty. _ , 

9*. What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 
^.Madam, good hope, his grace ipeakes chearfully- 
<9«.God grant him health, ciidy.ou confer with him? 
feMadam wee did, Hee defires to make at onement 
Betwixt the Duke of Gloce(ler and your brotherst • 

And betwixt them aqd my Lord Chambcrlaint, 



A nd lent to warne them of his neuer bee- 

Q*. Would all were weH , b«t tha w c[sc(? f tT , 

I fearc our happineffe is at the higheft. , • 

CvSheydo^ewtongmd I wUlnot^Klt- 
Who are they that complaine vnto the Ki g 
1 hat 1 forfooth am Herne loue them not • 

Tiv holy they loue his grace butlightly _ 

That fill his eaces with fuch dilfentious rumours • 

Becaule I cannot flatter and lpeake faire, 

S mile in mens faces fmooth deceiue and cog 
Duckewith French nods,and apifh comteiie,' 

I mufl bee held a rankerous enemy . 

Cannot a plaine man liue and thinke no harme 
l’,ut thus in Ample truth muft bee abufde 
By filken (lie infmuating lackes ? 

Ri. To whome in this prefence fpeake your grace* 

G/o.To thee that hath no honefty nor grace- 
When haue I iniured thee, when done thee wrong, 

Or thee , cr thee , or any ofyour faction ? 

A plague vpon you all. His royall perfon 
( Whome God preferue better t hen you can wifh ) 
Cannot bee quiet fcarce a breathing while. 

But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints* 

Ggu, Brother of Glocefter , you miftake the matter ; 
The King of his owne royall difpofition. 

And not prouokt by any filter el ft, ; 

Ayming belike at your interiour hatred. 

Which in your outward aftions fhewes it felfe, 

Againft my kindred,brother,and my felfe 
Makes him to fend that whereby wee may gather 
The ground ofyour ill will, and to rem^ue it- 
Cjlo. I cannot tell , the world is growne fobad. 

That wrens way prey where eagles dare not pearch. 

Since euery iacke became a Gentleman 
There’s- many a gentle perfon made aiacke. 

^w.ComejCorne we know your meaning brother qiofier. 
You enuy mine aduancement and my friends, • 

God grant wee neuer may haue needeofyou. 

Glo . Meane time,God grant that wee haue neede of you 

Our 



Um 



Our brother is imprifoned by your meanes. 

My felfe difgraced , and the Nobility 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions 

Are dayly giuen to enoble thofe 

Thatfcarfe feme two da-yes fince were worth a noble. 

gu. By him that raifaemeeto this carelull height. 
From that contented hap which I enioyd, 

I neuer did infcnce his Maiefly 

Againft the Duke of Clarence , but hauebeene 

An earned aduocate to plead for him. 

= My Lord , you doe mee fhamefull intury, 

Falfely to draw mee in , fuch vile fufpeft. 

Glo.Yon may deny that you were not thecaufe, 

Of my Lord Haftings lateimprifonment- 
Rite. She may my Lord. 

G/o.She may.L.A/«ffrx,why who knovvesnot fo? 

She may do more fir then denying that-? 

Sire may helpe you to many preferments , 

And then deny her ayding hand therein. 

And lay thofe honours on your high delerts. 

What may Die not ? fhe may, yea marry may fhe. . 

Riu. What marry may (bee ? j 

Glo. W hat marry may fhe ? marry with a King jl 
A batcheler * a hantbme lhipling too. 

I wis yourGrandam had a worlcr match. 

Qu .My L.of G beefier, I haue to long borne 
Yourblunt vpbraidirigs , and your bitter lcoftes 
By heauen I will acquaint his Maiefty, 

With thofe grolfc taunts I often haue endured.. 

I had rather be a country feruant maide. 

Then a Queenowvith this condition, 

To be thus ! taumed/corned,antbbaited at, ■Enter Jjjg. 
Small ioy haue I in being Englands Queene. Mar gut. 

% filu. Mar . And lelhed be that fmall,God I befeech thee, 
Thy honour , date , and feat is due to mee- 

Glo ♦ What ? threat you mec with telling the King ? 
Tell himand fpare notlooke what I fayd, 

I will auoch in pre fence of the King : 

Tis time to fpeake , when paines are quite forgot* 

Ojjnar- 
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r ®u.Maf. Out r Diuell},I remember them roo well. 
Thou fleweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at Tewxbury. 

Clo. Ere you were Queene yea or your husband King, 

I was a packe-horfe in his great affaires, 

A weeder out of his proud aduerfaries, 

A liberal! rewarder of his friends : 

To royallizehis blood I fpilt mine owne» 

jj>£.A/<ir.Yea,and much better blood, then his or thine* 
Glo. In all which time,you and your husband G r*j» 

Were famous for the Houfe of Lankafter : 

And Risers , fo wereyou-Was not your husband 
In A/<irgw.rbattaile at Saint-^/^owrflaine : 

Let me put in your mind, if yours forget, 

W hat you haue beene ere now,and what you arc : 

Withall , what I hauebeene, and what I am* 

Jjhf.Mar. Amurtherousvillaine: and fo dill thou art* 
Glo. Poore Clarence did forfake his Father Warwtcke , 
Yea and forfwore him felfe ( which pardon ) 

Qy. Mar. Which God reuenge 

Glo. To fight on Edwardt party for the Crowne, 

And for his-meede ( poore Lord ) he is mewed vp« 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edward* 

Or Edwards foft and pittyfull like mine, 

I am too childifh foolifh for this world • 

Qu.Mar . Hie thee to hell for fhame.and leaue the world. 
Thou Cacodcemon , there thy Kingdome is- 
R». My Lord of Gloceflcr in thofebufie dayes. 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies. 

We followd then our Lord, our lawfull King. 

So fliould we you if youlhouldbeourKi^g- 
Glo. if i Ihould be ? I had rather be a pedlar, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

v ^^ AsJittIe lo y( m y Lord)as you fuppofe 
lou ihould emoy, were you this countries King, 

As little ioy may you fuppofe in me. 

That I emoy,being the Queene thereof, 

A little ioy enioyes the Queene thereof, 
or I am fhe 3 and altogther ioylefTe • 

C I can 
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I can] no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling pirates that jail out, • 

I (hakin^ out that which you liaue pild from me : 

Which of you tremble not thatlooke on me j 
Tf not, that I being Qucene , you bow. like iubie&si 
Yet that by you difpofd > you quake- like rebels 
O gentle villaine , doe not turneaway. it | 

o7 o. Foule wrinkled witch, what mak’ If thou in my fight? 
Qh. Mar- But repiticion of what thou hali mard,\ 
That will I make .before I let theegoe : 

A husband and a lonnc.thou owed vote me. 

And thou a kingdome all of -you alleagence : 

The forrow that I haue by lightis yours. 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe , is mine. 

(J le. 1 hecurfe my.noblc father layd one thee. 

When thoudidft Crowneiiis warlikebrowes with paper,’ 
And with thy feorne drew riuers from his eyes. 

And then to drie them , gaud the Duke a clout 
Stecpt in the blood of pritty Rutland : 

Hiscurfes then from biterneffe of foule, 

Denounced againft thee , are fallen vpon thee,' ^ r 

And Cod , not We, hath plagued thy blood jrdecd 
Qu. So iudisGod to rite the innocent. 

"Haft- O twas the Fouled deed to flay that Babe, > 
And the mod mercileffe that euer was heard of. 

Ri. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported, 

D erf No man but prophefied reuenge for it* 

'Rue Morthutnber land then prefent, wept to fecit. 
c^Mar.\\i}\3it ? were you fnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat. 

And turneWou now your hatred now on me ? 

Did Tories dread curie preuaile lb much with heauen, 
That Henries death my louely Edwards death, 

Their Kingdomes lod my woefull banifliment, 

Could all but anfwere for that pecuifh brat ? 

Can curies pearce the Clouds , and enter heauen ' ; 

Why then giue way dull Clouds to my quicke curies 1 
If not by warre, by furfet die your King. 

As ours by murder to make him a King. 



0/ Richard the Third. 

r a ,v,,r fnnne which now i s Prince oifTales, 

IttEdi Jd my fonne which was the Prince o ffVales, 
nTed in his youth by like untimely violence. 

Thy iclfe a Queene, forme that was a Queene, 
r>n, -’inc thv vtory, like my wretched felfe : 

Lone mayl/thou line to waile thy childrens lode. 

And lee another,asIfeethee now._ 

Deckt in thy glory, asthou art dald in mine: ■ 

Long dye thy happy dayes betore thy death. 

And after many lengthned houres of gneft. 

Dye neyther mother, wife ,nor S k glands Qtieenc, 

Riuers a nd Torfet, you were danders by , 

And fo waft thou Lord H apings, when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers , God I pray him. 

That none of you, may liue your natural! age. 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off. 

Gle . Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered bag. 

QMar. And leane outthee?lfay dog for thou fhall heare 
If heauen haue any gricuous plague in ftore, (me, 

Exceeding thofe that I can wifh vpon thee: 

O let them keepe it till thy finnes be ripe. 

And then hurle- downe their indignation 
On thee the troublerof the poore worlds peace: 

The worme of confcience dill begnawthy foule. 

Thy friends fufpe£t for traytors whild thou liueff , 

And take deepe traytors for thy deared friends. 

No fleepeclole vp the dead ly eyes of thine, 

Vnleffe u be whilft fome tormenting dreamc 
Affrights thee with a hell ofvgly diuels. 

Thou eiuifli markt, abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that wad feald in thy natiuity * 

The Haue of nature, and the fonne of hell. 

Thou dander of thy mothers heauy wombe, 

Thou loathed iffue of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honour, thou deteded, &c. 

Glo- Atargret • 

QMar. Rickard. Glo. Ha? ' 

Q^. Mar. I call thee not. 

(j/o.Then cry thee mercy : for I had thought. 

C a Thou 
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Thou halt cald me to all thefe bitter names, 

£.CMar, Why fo I did,but looke for bo reply s 
O let me make the period to my curfe- 

G to. Tis done by me, and end* by Margret. 
Thushaueyou breathed your curfe againft your felfe. 

CfMar. Poore painted Qiieene,vaine flourish of my for* 
\V hy ftrewft thou Sugar on that bottled fpider, ( tune : 
Whole deadly webbe infnareth thee about ? 

Poole, feole, thou whetft a Knife to kill thy felfe. 

The time will come when thou fhalt wilh for me. 

To helper hee curie that poyfoned bunch-backt Toade, 
■Haft. Falfe boafting woman, end thy frantickc curfe, , 
Leaft to thy harme thou moue our patience. ( mine. 

ffhJMar* Foule fhame vpon you, you haue all mou’d 
A*.Wereyou well feru’d,you would be taught your duty. 
QJidar. To fcrue me well, you fhould^doeme duty. 
Teach me to be your Queene, and, you my fubie&s , 
Obferue me well and teach your felues that duety. 

Derf* Difpute not with her, (he is lunatique. 
fjEMar. Peace matter Marquette, you are malapert, 
Your fire-new ftampe of honour is fcarce currant: 

O that your young Nobility could iudge, 
what’twere to loofe it, and be miferable ? 

'I hey that ftand high,f5aue mighty blafts to {hake them, 
And ifthey fall, they da/h them to pieces- 
Clo . Good counfelf marry. , learnc it ,learne it Marqueffc. 
Derf, It toucheth you (my Lord) as much as me- 
G/«.Yea,and much more, but I was bornefohigh. 

Our Aiery buildeth in the Cardars top. 

And dallies with the winde,and Icornes the funne- 
g^Mar* And turnes the Surme to £hade,alas> alas- 
W itneffe my funne,now in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright outttiiningbeames, thy cloudy wrath, 
Hath inetemall darkenelTc foulded vp : 

Your Aiery buildeth in our Aieries nealt. 

O God that feeft it, doe not fuffer it : 
Asitwaswonnevvith blood,loft be it fo- 
£*<?^.Haue done for fhame, if not for charity. 

Q. Mar, Vrge neyther charity nor fhame to me, 

- — Vnch? 



— ^'Richard the 1 TnfT. _ 

o'pnSy »**«*-. ! [ wfll Wife <W hand. 

Inline of league and amity with thee , 

Now S farre befall thceand thy Princely houfe. 

Thy garments are not fpotted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compafle of my curfe- 
Back; Nor noneheere, for curfes neuerpatte 
The liis of them that breathe them in the ayre. 

Q Mar. lie not beleeue but they attend theskie, 
Anathere awake Gods gentle fleeping peace- 
O 'Backiwhamfse.TUtc of yonder dogge, 

Looke when he fawnes he bites, and when he bites, 
Hisvenome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to doe wi th him, beware of him • 
Sinne,death,and hell,hath fettheir markes onhitn. 

And all their minifters attent on him. ? 

Git. What doth (bee fay my Lord of B*cki»g”**> * 
Buck, Nothing that I refpea my gratious Lord- 
9, Mar, What deft thou fcorneme for my gentle coun 
And footh the diuell that I warne thee from ? ( 

O but remember this another day , 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with forrow, 

And fay, poore Margret was a Prophetette, 

Liuc each of you, the fubioft of bis hate. 

And he toyou,andallof you to Gods. Exit 

Haft. My haire doth ftand an end to heart her curies 
A;«.And fo doth mine, I wonder ftresat liberty ? 
Glo. I cannot blame her,by Gods holy mother, 
Sheehath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done- 

Haft . ] neuer didher anyto my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong, 

I was too hotte to doe fame body good. 

That is too cold in thinking on it now : 

Marry asfojC/mw^hce is well repayd, . 




He is frankt vp to fatting for his panics, 

God pardon them that are the canfe of it. 

Rt.h yertuous and Chriftian-like conclusion. 

To pray for them that hane done fcath to vs. 

C/A?. So doe 1 cucr being well aduifed , 

For had I curft, now I had curft my felle. 

Calf. Maddam his Ma efiy doth call for you : 

And for your noble grace, and you my Lord. 
jQtt. Catesby we come, Lords will yougoe with vs? 

Jit. Maddam,we will attend your grace. Exeunt Manet 
Glo. I doe thee wrong;and firft began to braiile, 67#. 

1 he fccret ; mifchiefe that I let a broach , 

I lay vnto the greuious charge of others : 

Clarence , whom I indeed haue layd in darkneffc: 

I doe beweepc too many fimple gulls: 

N amely, to Hafltngsf) arby , Buckingham, 

And lay it was the Q,uetne, and her allies* 

That ftrires the Kingagainft the Duke my brother • 

Now they beleeuc me, and withall wich me 
To.be reuenged on Ritters , Vaughan, Gray, 

But then figh, and with apeeceof Scripture, 

Tell them,that God bids vs to doe good for euilL 

And thusLcloathemy naked villany 

With old odde ends, ftolcn out of holy writ. 

And fecme a Saint, when moft I play the diuell. 

But foftjhere comes my executioners, Enter executio ~ 

How now my hardy front refolued mates, ners. 

Arc yea not going to dilpatch this deed 
Exe. We are my Lord,and cometo haue the warrant. 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

6 Y 0 .lt was vvell^-houghtvpon.I haue it here about me. 
When you haue done, repaire to Crosby place, 

But firs, be fuddaine in the execution : 

W ithall,obdurate ; doe not heare him pleade. 

For Clarence is well lpokcn.and perhaps 
Maymoue your hearts to pityuf you marke him. 

£.v<?. Tufa, feare not my Lord, we will not ftand to prate. 
Talkers are no good doers be allured : 

We come .to vie our hands,and not our tongues. 

" . Qlo, 



of Richard the ivura. 

6/e .Your eies drop mil frones, when fooleseies dreptearcs 

1 like you Lads,about your bufinelfe* 

' Enter C larence Brokenbtiry* ^ 

Bro. Why lookes your Grace fo. heauily to day 
( la. O I haue paft a miferablc night, 

So full of vgl.y fights , of gaftly dreames :• 

That as I ami a Ghriftian taithtull man, 

I would not fpend another fuch a night, 

’1 houghtt were to by a world or happy dayes, 

So full of difmali t.errour was the time. 

A’™. What, was your drearr.e-?! long to heare you tell u* 
C/rf.Me thought I was imbarkt for Burgundy, 

And in my company my brother Glocefier, 

Who from my Cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches .there he lookes towards England, 

And cited vpa thoufand fearcfull times, 

During the wavres of Tor he and Lankafter , 

That had befallen vs : as we pail along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Glocester (tumbled and m (xumbling 
Strooke me ( that thought to flay him ) ouer boord 
Into the tumDling billowes of the maine : 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it wasto drownc. 
What dreadful! noyfe of water in mineeares , 

What a fight of.death within mine eyes ; 

Me thought I faw-a thoufand fearefull wrackes, 

Ten thoufand men. that fillies gnawed vpon. 

Wedges oF Gold, great Anchors, heapes of Pearle, 
Ineftimable (tones, vnualued Iewels. 

Some lay in dead mensSculs , and in thofe- holes 
W here eyes did once inhabit , there wer&rrept ■ »" 

As ifitt’were infeorneof eyes, refle&ing gems 
W hich wade the flimy bottome of the deepe. 

And mokt the dead bones that lay fcatred by. 

Brck; Had you luebleafure in the time ot death. 

To gaie vpon the lccrets of the deepe ? 

fla. Me thought I had : for Hill the enuious flood 
Kept in my loule , and would not let it foorth. 

To keepc the empty , vail, and wandring ayre. 

But . 
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But fmothred it within my panting bulke* 

Which almoftburft to belch it in the Sea. 

'Brakz A wakt you not with this fore agonie l 
Clar.O no,my dreame was lengthned after life, 

O then began the tempeft of my fou le, 

Whopaft ( me though) the melancoly flood, 

With the grim ferryman which Poets write of, 

Vnto the Kingdome of perpetuall night : 

The firft that there did greete my ftrangers foule, 

Was my great father in law, renowned tVarwicfa 
Whocried aloud, what fcourge for periury 
Can this darke Manarchie afford falfe Clarence} 

And fo he vanifht: Then came wandring by, 

A fliadow like an Angell,in bright haire, 

Dadled inblood,and he fqueakt out a Ioud« 

Clarence is come,falfe, fleeting periurd Clarence, 

That ftabd me in the field at Tewxbnry ; 

Seize on himFuries,take him to your torments. 

With that me thought a legion of foule feinds 
Enuironed me about, and houledin mine cares. 

Such hideous cries, that with the very noyfe, 

I trembling wakt,and fora feafon after. 

Could not beleeue but that I was in hell, 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreame. 

Brokj No maruaile my Lord though it affrighted you, 
i promile you I am affraid to heare you tell it. 

C/a. O Brokenbury hauedone thole things, 

W hich now beares euidence again!* my foule. 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me : 

I pray thee gentle Keeper flay by me, 

My fonle is heauy,and I faine would fleepe. 

.Srs^Iwill my Lord, God giue your grace good reft. 
Sorrow breakes feafons,and repofing houres 
Makes the night morning, and the noonetide night. 
Princes haue but their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toyle : 

And for vnfelt imaginations, 

T hey often feele a world of reftlcffe cares : 

- So that betwixt your title*,and low names. 

There’s 
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There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The niurtherers enter. 

In Gods Name what are you, and how came you hither ? 
Sxe-l would fpeake with Clarence I came hither on 
Bro. Yea, are you fo br'iefe ? my legs, 

2 Exe. O fir, it is better to be briefe then tedious. 

Shew him your Commiflion,talke no more. He reades it. 

Bro. I am in this commanded to deliuer 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will not reafon what is meant thereby, 

Becaufe I will beguiltlefle of the meaning: 

Here are the keyes there fits the Duke afleepe* 
lie to his Maiefty,and certifiehis Grace, 

That thus I haue refignd my place to you, 

Sxe. Deceit is a poyntofvvifedome. 

2 What fhall we ftab him as he fieepcs ? 

1 No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes. 

2 When he wakes. 

Why foole he fhall neuer wake till theiudgement day* 

1 Why then he will fay, we ftabd him fleeping. 

2 The vrging of that word judgement, hath bred akinde 

of remorfe in me. 
i What art afraid ? 

2 Not to killhim,hauinga warrant for it, but to be damnd 
for killing him,ftom which no warrant can defend vs* 
i Backe to the Duke of Glocefter , tell himfo- 
1 i pray thee ftay a while, I hope my holy humour will 
change, twas wont t® hold me but while ©ns could tell xx. 

1 How doftthou fede thy felfe now (me. 

2 Faith fome certaine dregs of confeience are yet within 

1 Remember ourteward when the deed is done, 

2 Zounds he dies, 1 had forgot the reward* 

1 Where is thy confeience now l 

2 In the Duke of G loceflers purfe. 

1 So when he opens his purfe to giue vs our reward, 
Thy confeience flics out. 

2 Let it goe, there’s fevv or none willentertaine it. 

. * How if it come to thee againe ? 

D 2 ile 




a. Jicnot meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward* A man c-mnot ftcale, 

Hut it accufeth him,he cannot ftealebut it checks him s 
He cannot He with his neighbours wife but it dete&s 
HimJtis a biufoing foamefull fpirit that mutinies 
Ina mansbcfome : it fils one full of obftacles, 

It made meoncereftcreapeece of gold that I found* 
Itbeggersanyman that keepesit tjtisturnd out of all 
Townes and Cities for a dangerous thing, andeuery 
Man that meancstoliue well, and endeauours to trull- 
To himfelfe, and Hue without it* 

i • Zaunds, itis tuennovv at my elbow, perlvvading me 

NottokilltheOuke* 

2-Take the Diuell in thy minde,and beleeue him not. 

He would insinuate with thee to make thee figli- 

x-Tut I am ilrongin fraud he cannot preuaile with me 
I warrant thee- 

2. Stood like a tali Fellow that refpefts his reputation. 
Come fhall we to this geare ? 

i ♦ Take him oner the coftard with the hilt of my Sword, 
And’then we will chop him in tne Malmfey, but in the next 
2-Oh excellent deuice.make a foppe ofhim* (roome: 

i-Harke, heftirs fhall I ftrike ? 

2. No,firft lets reafon with him- Cla. aivaheth. 

Cla. Where art thou keeper, giue me a cup of Wine, 
i -You foall hatie Wine enough , my Lord anone. 

Cla. In Gods Name what art thou, t 
2. A man, as you are- 
C7k.Butr.ot as I am , royall* ■ 
i-Noryouaswe areloyall- 

C&.Thy voyceisthunder,but thylookes are humble. 
2.Myvoyceasnowthe Kings, my lookes mineowne- 
C/rf.How datkely and how deadly doeft thou Ipeake ? 
Tell me, who are you ? wherefore came you hither ? 

Am , To , to , to- 

Cla. To murther me ? Am. I* 

C/j-You fcarce haue the heart to tell me fo. 

And therefore cannot haue the heart to doe it, 

W herein my friends haue I.otfended you 1 

i. Offended 
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of Richard the' Third. 

i Offended vs you haue not, but the King. 

CU . I foall be reconciled to him againe, 
a NeucrmyLord, therefore prepare to dye. 

Ch-hrc you cald forth from out a world of men 
To flay the innocent ? what is my offence ? 

Where are the euidence to accufe me ? 

What lawful! quell hath giuen their verdi<ft vp 
Vnto the frowning fudge, or who pronounc d 
The bitter fentence of poor zCUrence death. 

Before I be conuift by courle of Law ? 

1 o threaten me with death is moft vnlawfull ; 

I charge you as you hope to haue redemption 
By Charts deare Blood foed for our gricuous finnes, 

7 hat you depart and lay no hands on me, 

T hc'deed you vndertake is damnable, 

1 What we will doe,wedoc vponcommand, 

2 And he that hath commanded vs is the King- 
Cla .Erroneous vaflaile/he great King of Kings, 

Hath in his Table of his Law commanded. 

That thou foalt doe no murder , and wilt thou then 
Spume at his edi<rt,ar.d fulfill a mans ? 

Take heed, for he holds vengeance in his hands, 
Tohurlevpon their heads that breake his law- 
2 And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee. 

For falfe forfwearing ,and for murder too t 
Thou d id ft receiue the holy Sacrament, 

To fight the quarrell of the houfe of Lankafier. 

1 And like a traytortothc name of God, 

Didft breake that vow, and with thy trecherous blade 
Vnript the bowels of thy foueraignes fbnne. 

2 Whom thou wertfvvorne to cherifo and defend, 
i How canft thou vrge Gods dreadfullLawto vs. 

When thou haft broke it in fo deare degree ? 

Cla. Alafle/or whofe fake did I that indeed ? 

For Edward, fix my brother, for his fake : 

Why firs, he fends you not to murder me for this. 

For in this finne he is as deepeas T, 

If God will be reuenged for this deed. 

Take not the quarrell from his powerfull arme. 

Da He 
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He needes no indirect nor lawfull courfe, 

To cut off thole that haue offended him- 
i Who made thee then a bloody minifler,' 

When gallant fpring.braue Plantagenet, 

The Princely Nouice was ftrookedead by thee. 

CU. My brothers loue,the Diuell,and my rage, 
i Thy brothers loue, the Diuell,and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murder thee. 

CU, Oh, if you loue my brother, hate noi me, 

I amhis brother, and 1 loue himwell : 

If you behirde forneede,goebackeagaine, 

And 1 will fend you to my brother Cjlocefter, 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will for tidings of my death- 

a You aredeceiued jyour brother Gleeefter hates you. 
Cla. Oh no, he loues me, and he holds me deare, 

Coe you to him from me. 
jim - 1 fo we will; 

C/4- Tell him, when that our Princely father Tor he, 
Bleft his three fonnes with his victorious arme ; 
Andchargd vs from his foule to loue each other. 

He little thought of this diuided friend fhip, 

Bid Qlocesler thinke on this,and he will weepe. 
^w.I,milftones,as heleffoned vs to weepe. 

Cla. O doe not flander himfor he is kind. 

1 Right as fnow in harueft, thou dtceiueft thy felfe 
Tis he that Pent vs hither now to murder thee* 

CU . It cannot be for when I parted with him 
Hehugd mcinhisarmes, and fwore with fobs, 

That ne woul^ labour my deliuery. 

2 Whyfohedoth,nowhcdeliuersthee, 

from this worlds thraldome, to the ioyes of Heauen. 
i Make peace with God, for you muft dye my Lord 
CU. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 
Tocounfell me to make mypeace with Cod; 

And art thou yet to thy ovvne foule fo blinde, 

That thou wilt war with God, for murdring me? 

Ah firs confider, he that fet you on 
To doe this deed ,will hate you for this deed. 



7 bird. 



a What (ball we doe? 

CU. Relent, and fane your foules- 

x Relent, tiscowardly, and womamib. _ 

Pa . Not to relent, is beaftly fauage^nd diuelhfh 
Mv friends I fpie fome pitty in your lookes ; 

Oh if thy eyes be not a Batterer, 

Come thou on my fide and mtreate for me : 

^ begins Prince what begger pitties not ? . 

* t fthus,and thus : if this will not ferue He Slabs htm 

lie chop thee in the Malmefey but in the next roome. 

A bloody deed and defperately performd, 

Hovv faine would I like Pilate wafh my hands. 

Of tins moft grieuous guilty murder done. 

1 Why doft thou not helpe me ? 

By heauen the Duke IhaU know how flacke thou art. 

2 I would he knew that I had laued hxs brother. 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I fay, 

For I repent me that the Duke is (lame. 

i So doe not I, goe coward as thou art. 

Now muft I hide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the Duketake order for his buriali: 

And when I haue my meed I muft away. 

For this will out, and here I muft not flay. 

Enter King, Queene.H aft tugs, Ritter s,&c. 

King .So now I haue done a good dayes worke 
Your Peares continue the vnited league, 

I euery day expeftan Embaffage 
FrommyRedemer,to redeeme me hence : 

And now in peace my foule fhall part to heauen. 

Since I haue let my friends at peace on ean^ : 

Rivers and #<»/?/« j-^take each others hand, 

Difemble not your hatred, fweare your loue. 

j£/.By heauen my heart is purged from grudging hate, 
And with my hand I feale my true hearts loue. 

Haft , So thriue Iasi fweare the like. 

King. Take heed you dally not before your King, 

Leaft he that is thefupreame King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden fal'ehood, and award 
Eytherof you io be the others end. 

D 3 Haft. 



Exit’ 



Exeunt 



The Tragedy 

Haft. So profper I,as I fweare perfe& loue: 

Ri, And las 1 loue HaftingJ with my heart. 

King. Mad dam, your felfe is not exempt in this* 

Nor your Tonne Dorfet, Buckingham, not you. 

You haue becne factious one again# the other .* 

Wife, loue Lord Haft mgs, let him kifle your hand, 

And what you doe, dee it vnfainedly. 

Qjt. Here Haftings,\ willneuer more remember 
Our former hatred, lo thriue 1 and mine. 

-Dor/.Thus enterchange of loue, 1 here prote#, 
Vpon ray part fhall bevnuiolable. 

Hast. And fo Iiwere my Lord. 

King. Now princely Buckingham feale vp this league, 
With thy embracement to my wiues allies. 

And make me happy in this, vnity. 

Bucl^Vtfbettcmt Buckinghamdothtume his hate 
On you,or yours,but with all dutious loue 
Doth cherilli you and yours, God punilh me 
With hate,in thofe where I expe<# mod loue. 

When I haue moil neede to imploy a friend , 

And mo# affured that hers a trieind, 

Deepe,hollow trecherous,and full of guile ' - 
Be he vnto me: This doc I begge of God 
When I amcold in zeaie to you or yours. 

King. A pleafing cordial! Princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vow vnto my Tick) y heart.: 

There wanteth now our brother Glocesler here. 

To make the perfect period of this peace. 

Enter Glocefter. 



T A 
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J lii 



Buck : And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 

<j A'.Goocfmorrow to my foueraigne King and Quecne, 
And princely Peares, a happy time of day. 

King. Happy indeed as we hauelpent the day. 

Brother we haue done deeds ofeharity. : 

Madepeaceof emnity,faire loue of hate, 

Betwcene thefefvvelling wrong infeenfed Peares- 
Glo. A blefled labour moll foueraigne Liege, 

Among# this Princely heape, if any here 
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmife. 

Hold 
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Hold mca toe, if I vnwictingly or in my fa'ge,* 

Haue thought committed that is hardly-borne 
By any in this prefence , Idehre 
j o reconcile me to his ficindly peace, 

Tis deachto motobeatemnity, 

I hate it and defire all good mens loue- 
Fir# Maddam I intreat peace of yon , 

Which I purchace with my dutious feruicc. 

Of you my noble coufen Buckingham , 

Ifeuer any grudge were lod'gd betwcene vs. 

Of you my Lord Riuers , and Lord Gray of you,- - 
That all without defart haue fround on me. 

Dukes, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of al! - 
I do not know that Eng-lifhman aliue, 

With whom myfoule is any iotteat oddes, 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

I thanke my God for my humility, 

Qa. A holy day fhall this be kept hereafter, 

I would toGod all (Irife were well compounded. 

My foueraigne leige I dobefeech your Maiefty 
To take our brother Clarence , toyour grace. 

Glo. Why Maddam, haue I offered loue for this, 
Tobethuslcorndin this royal 1 prefence ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You doe him iniury to fcome his coarfe- ( he- is ? 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead, who knowes 
ftlyy. All feeing heauen , what a world is this ? ' 

Buc. Looke 1 lo pale Lord Dcrftet as the reft ? 

Dor. I my good Lord and none in this prefeuce 
But his red colour hath forfooke bis cneeke% 

Kin. Is Clarence dead ? the order was reuerft. 

Glu But He poore foule by our fir# order dido. 

And that a winged Mercury did bearc. 

Some tardy criple bore the countermannd; 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God graunt that iome leffe noble and lefie loyal], 
Neererin bloody thoughts,butnot in blood : * 

Deierue not worfe then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet goe currant from fufpition* Enter Darby 

Da 



The T ragedy 

Dar.h boone (my foueraigne)ier my feruicedone, 

Kin. I pray thee peace my foule is full of forrow. 

Dar. I will not rife vnlefl'c your highnefle grant. 

Kin. Then fpeakeat once, what is it thou demanded > 
Dar. The forfeit (Soueraige) of my feruants life. 

Who flew today a ryotous gentleman ^ 

Lately attending on the Duke of N orjf 'olke. 

Kin. Hauc I a tongue to dome my brothers death. 

And fhall thefame giue pardon to a flaue ; 

My brother flew no man, his fault was nought. 

And yet his punifhment was cruell death. 

Who fued to me for him? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete,and bad me be aduifde ? 

Wholpake of brother-hood, who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forlake 
The mighty Warwick?, and did fight forme? 

Who told me in the field at Tewxbnry, 

When Oxford had me downe he refcued me. 

And fayd deare brother Hue and.be a King ? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field , 

Frozen almoft to death, how helaptme 
Euen in his owne armes, and gaue himfelfe 
All thinne and naked tothenumbecold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutilh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or yourwaytingvaffailes 
Haue done a drunken daughter, and defac'd 
The precious Image of our deareft Redeemer, 

You fttaighf are on your knees for pardon, pardon 
And I vniuftly too,muft grant it you. 

But for my brother not a man would ipeakc. 

Nor I (vngracious) lpeake vnto my felfe. 

For him poore foule: the proudeft one you all 
Haue beene beholding to him in his life. 

Yet none of you would once pleadeforhis life: 

Oh God, I feare thy iuftice will take hold 
On me.and you, and mine, and yours for this. (Exit. 

Come helpc me to my clofet,oh poore Clarence, 

Gw* 



do. This is the fruit ofrawnefle : marke you not 
How that the guilty kindred of the Qteeene, 

Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death : 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will renenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company. . Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of T orhejeeitk Clarence Children . 

Boy. Tell me good Granam, is our Father dead ? 

Dut. No Boy. ( breaft ? 

Boy. Why doe you wring your hands and beat your 
And cry , Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Gtrle.W hy doe you looke on vs and (hake your head ? 
And call vs wretched , Orphanes,caftawaies, 

If that our noble Father be alitie ? 

Dut. Mypritty Cofens you miftake me much, 

I do lament the fieknelle of the King : 

As loth to loofe him now your Fathers dead : 

It were loft labour to Weepe for one that’s loft. 

^fay.Tben Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my vncle is too blame for this • 

God willreuenge it, whom 1 will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that efte&. 

E>ut .Peace Children peace,the King doth loue you wel] 3 
Incapable and Shallow inocents. 

You cannot gefte who caufed your Fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can : for my good Vncle Glocefter* 
Told me , the King prouoked by the Jgueene, 

Demis'd impeachments to imprifon him : 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

Andhugd me in his armes, and kindly kift^ny cheekes, a 
And bad me relie on him as one my Father, 

And he would loue me dearcly as hisChilde. 

T>»f .Ohthat deceit jfhould fteale fuch gentle fhapes. 
And with a vertuo'us vizard hide foule guile. 

He is my fonne yea and therein my fhame 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

%• Thinke you my Vncle did diffemble, Granam ? 

D »t. I Boy: ' - 

I cannot thinke it, harke, what noyfe is this ?' 

E Enter 
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Enter the '£weene. 

J)#.Whofhall hinder me to waile and weeps, 

To chide my fortune, and torment my felfe? 
lie ioyne with blacke defpaire againft my felfe. 

And to my felfe becomean enemy* 

But. What meanes thisfceaneof rude impatience? 
jgu. To make an aft of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord,your fonne,ourKing,is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the roote is wither d 
Why wither not the leaues ,the lap being gone ? 
ifyou will liue, lament: if dye,bebriefe : 

That our fwift winged foulesmay catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fuhiefts/ollow him 
T o his new Kingdome of perpetuall reft. 

D ut* Ah fo much intereft haue I in thy forrow j 
Asl had title in my noble husband : 

2 haue be wept a worthy husbands death, . 

.And liu’d by looking on his image ; - 

But now two mirrours of his Princely femblaflce. 

Are craft in pieces by malignant death. 

And I for comfort haue but onefalfe glade, A y 

Which grieues me when I fee my fhamein him. 

Thou art a widdow,yet thou art a mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee : 

But death^ath fnatcht my children from mine armes. 

And pluft two crutches from my feeble limmes, . 
Edward,ind Clarence ,0 what caufe i haue I, 

Then,being but moity of my felfe. 

To ouergoe thy plaints, and arownethy cries? 

Eoy,C ood aunt, you wept not for my fathers death. 
How can w&a^ d you with our kindreds teares ? 

1 Girl. Our fatherleffe diflreffe was left vnmoand. 

Your widowes dolours likewife be vnwepc> 

Sjj,’ Giue me no helpein lamentation. 

2 am not barren to bring forth laments. 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eyes. 

That I being gouernd by the watry Moone, 

May fend forth plenteous teares todrowne the world 1 : 
Oh my husband formy hejte Lord Edward \ 

aim!# 
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'Third. 

Amho. Oh for our father for our deare Lord Clarence 
Dut.htis for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
t?#.What ftay Had I but Edward, tnd he is gone ? 
%ib a . What ftay had we but C larewe, and he is gone ? 
Out. What ftay had I, but they,and they are gone ? 
<?#.Waseuer widow, hadfo deare a lone ? 

S^.Was eucr Orphanes had <o. dearea Ioffe? 
D/*f.Waseuer mother had a dearer lofle 
Alaflelamthe motherof thefemoanes, 

Their woes are parceld, mine are generall: 

She for Edward weepes,and fodoe l ; 

I for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not fhe : 

Thefebabes for Clarence weepe and fo doe I, 

I for an Edward weepe, and fo doerhey, 

Alas you three on me threefold diftreft. 

Povvre ail your teares, I am your forrows nurfe, 

And 1 will pamper it with lamentations. o locejter 

GA.Madaam hauecomfort,all of vshaue eaufe with 

To waile the dimming of our fhining ftarre t other So 

But none can cure their harmes by wayling them, 

Maddam my mother,I doe cry you mercy, 

I did not fee yorGrace, humbly on my kneeS 
fcraueyourblefling. , 

But. God bleffe thee, and put mcekenefle inthymrnde 2 
Loue,chantyjObedience, and true duty. 

Glo. Amen, make me to dye a good old man, 

Thats the butt end of my mothers blefling, 

I maruell why her Grace did leaue it out ! 

Buc , You cloudy Princes, and heart forrowingPeares, •» 
That beare this mutuall heauy loade of moane, 
Nowcheare each -other in each others loue: * 

Though we haue fpent our harueft for this King, 

Wc are to reape the harueft of his fonne : 

The broken rancour of your high fwolne hearts, 

Butlaftly iplinted, knit, and ioynd together, 

Muft greatly be preferud,cherifht,and kept, ' -E 

Me feemeth good that with feme little traine. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fetchc 
Hitherto London to be Crownd our King. 
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1 l i he 'l rageay ! mm 

gb.Thcnhe it fo s and goe we to determine 
"vVho they fhall be that ftraight fliall poft to Ludlow > 
Maddam,and you my mother will you goe. 

To giue your ienfures in this waighty bufinefle* I 

Anf. With all our hearts* Exeunt Manet Gb.B U e, f 

’ Buc - My Lord, who euer Iourneycs to the Prince, 

For Gods fake let not vs two be behind ; 

For by the w ay ile fort occafion, 

As index to the ftory we lately tallct of, 

To part the Qjueenes proud kindred from the King, ., 

Clo. My other felfe,my counfels confiftory 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my deare Cofin : 

I like a child will goe by thy dire&ion: 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not ftay behind. Exit] 

Enter two Citizens. ~ . )| 



1 Neyghbour well met,whether a way fo raft ? 

2 I promile you, I fcarcely know my felfe* 

1 Hcare you the newes abroad ? 

2 I, that the King is dead, 
i Bad news birlaay/eldome comes better, 

3 feare,I feare,twill proue a troublefome world, 

3 Cit. Good morrow neyghbours. another 

Doth this newes hold of good King Edwards death ? 

i It doth- 3 Then matters looke to fee a troublefome ') 
i No, no, by Gods grace his fonne fhall raigne, (world, 

3 Wo to that land thats gouernd by a child* 
a In him there is hope of gouernmcnc. 

That in his nonage,counfell vnder him. 

And in his full ripened yeares himfelfe. 

No doubt fhall then, and till then gouerne well, 

1 So flood ebe cafe when Henric the fixt 

Was crownd at P arts at nine moneths old* 

3 Stood the flate fo ; no good my friend not fo, 

Uor then our Land was famoufly inrieht 
With politicke graue counfell: then the King 
Had vertuous vncles to protefl his Grace. 

2 So hath this,both by the father and mother, 

3 Better it were they all came by the father, 

Or by the father there-werc none at all; 
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For emulation now ,who fhall be earne ft, 

W bich touch vs all too neererf God preuent not 
Oli full of danger is theDuke of G beefier i 
And the Quetnes kindred haughty and proud. 

And were they to be rulde, and not rule. 

This ficklv Land might folace as before, 
i Come,come,we feare the \yorft,all fhall be well, i 
3 Whencloudsappeare,wife men put on theirclqakes. 

When great leaues falljthe winter is at hand • . 

When the Sunnefets, who doth not lookefor night . 
Vntimely ftormes makes them expeft a dearth : 

All menbe well: but ifGodfortitfo, 

T is more then we deferue,or I expect, _ 

1 Truely the foules of men are full of dread. 

Yea cannot almoft reafon with a man 

That lookes not heauy and full of feare. 

3 Before the time of change ftill it is fo. 

By a diuine inftinft mens mindes miftruft 

Enfuing dangers , as by proofc we fee. 

The waters fwell before a boyftrous ftorme, 
Butlcaueitall to God: whether away 

2 We are fent for to the Iuftice. 

3 And fo was I, ilebeareyou company. Exeun& 
Enter Cardinal , Dutches ofT orke y ^ueene, young Tork*» 
Car • Laft night I heare they lay at JV, orthampton, 

At Stony -fir atford will they be to night, 

T o morrow or next day will they be here. 

Dut.l long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much growne fince I laft faw him* 

heare no ,t hey lay my fonne of Parke 1 

Hath ouertane him in growth. % 

Tor. I mother, but I would not haue it lb. - i 

Dut. Why my young coufin, it is good to grr 
Tor. Granam, one night as we did fit at flipper 
My VncleRiuers talkt how I did grow 
More then my brother, I quoth my Vncle Glo. 

Small hearbes haue grace, great weeds grow 
And fince my thinkes I would not grow fo 
Becaufe fweet flowers are flow,and weeds make. 

E a Dftt* 
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r ' Dut.Good faith, good faith: the faying did not hold. 

In him that did obieCt the fame to thee : 

He was the wretchedft thing when he was young 3 
So long a growing and fo leafurely. 

That if this were a rule he fliould be gracious. 

Car. WhyMaddam, fo no doubt heis. 

Dut .\ hope fo too but yet let Mothers doubt, 

Tor. Now by my troth if I had beene remembred, 

I could haue giuenmy Vncles grace a flout, ( mine.’ 
That fhould haue neerer toucht his growth then he did 
Dnt .How my pietty Torke : I pray thee let me heare it. 
Ter. Marry they fay, that my Vnclegrevv fo faft. 

That he could gnawacruft.attwo houresold, 

Twas full two yeares ere I couldget a tooth. 

Gramm, this would haue beene a pritty ieft. 

D»t. I pray thee pritty Torke , who told .thee, fo 
Tor. Granam , his Nurle. 

Dut. Why Are was dead ere thou wert borne; 

Tor. If twere not fhe,I cannot tell who told me. 

Jj>y. A perilous boy, go too thou art too fhrewd, 

Car t GooefMaddam be not angry wirh the child • 

Sljf' Pitchers hath eares. Snter Dorfet f 

Car. Heere comes your tonne. Lord Marques,-Ckr/tfr, 
What newes Lord Marques ? 

Per . Such newes my Lord,asgriues me to vnfold. 

^5. How fares the Prince f 
D or .Well Maddam, and in health : 

D«r.Whatis the newes then ? 

Dor. Lord Ritters , and Lord Gray , arefent to Pomfret ’ 
With them Sir Thomas P'aughan, prifoners. 

Dnt. Whohtth committed them ? 

Dor. The Mighty Dukes Glocefter arid Buckingham. 
Car. Per w hat offence ? 

Dor, 'I heiumme of all I can,! haue difclcfed 
Why or for wnat thefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowneto me, my gtaciousLady. 

Qu. Ay me, I fee the downefall of our Houfe, 

The Tiger now hath feazd the gentle Hinde: 

Infajting tyrany begins to iet. ’ 

Vpon 



of Kichird' the Third . 

Vpon the innocent and lawlefle throane; 

Welcome deftruftion,death,and maflacre, 
j fee as in a Map the end of all. 

Dut . Accurfed and vnquiet wrangling dayes. 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ? 

My husband loft his life to get the Crowne, 

And often vp and downe my lonnes were toft. 

For me to ioy and weepe were gaine and lofle, 

And being feated and domeflicke broyles 
Cleane ouerbIowne,themlelues-the conquerour^ 

Makewar vpon themlelues,bloodagamft blood, 

Selfc againft felfe.O prepoftrous 

And franticke outrage, end the damned fpleene. 

Or let me die to looke on death no more. 
flu. Come.come,my boy,we will to Sanctuary. 

Dut. lie goe along with you.: 

£ht.To\x haue no caufe, 

"(far. My gracious Lady, goe; 

And thither beare your treafure and your goods. • 

For my part,ilerefigne vnto your grace. 

The feale I keepe.and fo betide to me. 

As well I tender you, and all yours : 

Come, ile conduct you to theSan&uary* Dxtstnu 

The T rstmfets foundvBnter young Prince , Duke of 
Cjlocefler^and Buckingham fiardinaUy&c. 

Buc. Welcome fweet Prince to London,to your chamber. 
Glo. Welcome fweet Cofen, my thoughts foueraigne; 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prj». No Vnek, but oureroffesontheway. 

Hath made it teadious, vvearyfome and heauy, 

I want more Vncles here to welcome me, 

G lo. Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertue of yoiir yeares,- 
Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit.: 

No more can you diftinguifti of a man, 

Then of his outward fltew,which God he knowes, 
Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart : 

1 hofe vneks which you w ant were dangerous. 

Your Grace attended-f o. their fugred words, 

But lookt not on the poyion of their hearts: 
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The Tragedy 

God keepe you from them, and from tuch falfe friends . 1 
Prin. God keepemefrom falfe friends, but they were none 
Glo. My Lord, the Maior of London comes togreete you. 

Enter Lord Mator. (dales. 

L0M4. God bleffe your Grace, with health and happy 
Prin. I thankeyou good my Lord,and thankeyou all, 

I thought my mother,and my brother Torke, 

W ould long ere this haue met vs on the way .* 

Fie what a flug is Haftings that he comes not 
T o tell vs whether they will come or no* Enter L.H43, 

Hue. And in good time here comes the fweating Lord, 

, Prin .Welcome my Lord ; what, will our mother come > 
Haft. On what occafion God he knowes,not I ; 

The Qjieene your mother, and your brother Tor he 
Hath taken San&uary : The tender Prince 
Would fainecomewith meto meetc your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce with-held. 

Bhc. Fie, what an indired and peeuifh courfe 
Is this of hers ? Lord Cardinally will your Grace 
Perfwade the Queene to fend the Duke of York* 
v Vnto his Princely brother prefently ? 
iPfhee deny. Lord Haftings goe with them. 

And from heriealous armes,plucke him perforce* 

Car. My Lo*of Buc kingham ,if my weake oratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Torke 
Anon expeft him here: but if Are be obdurate 
To milde intreaties, God forbid 
W e fhould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of bleffedSan£luary: not for all this Land, 

Would I be*jguilty offo great a finne, 

Btte> You are too fencelefle obftinate my Lord, 

Too ceremonius and traditionall : 

W eigh it but with the greatneffe of his age. 

You breakenot San&uary in fearing him : 

The benefit whereof is alwayes granted 
T o thofe whofe dealings haue deierued theplace, 

And thofe who haue the wittoclaime the place, 

; This Prince hath neyther claimed it',hor deferued it, 

. And therefore in mine opinion cannot ha ue it 



T 



Then 






'TBra 

Then take him from thence that is not there* 

You breake no priuiledge nor Charter there ; 

Oft haue 1 heard of San&uary men, 

But Sanauary children neuer till now. 

Car My Lord,you fliall ouer-rule my mind for once <? 
Come one Lord Haftings, will you goe with me ? 

Haff.l goe my Lord. Exit* Car* & Hajv< 

Pri». Good Lords make all the fpeedy haft you may « 

Say Vncle (fleet ft er, if our brother come, 

Where fhall we foiourne till our Coronation ? 

qio . Where it thinkft beft vnto yourroyall felfes 
If I may counfell you fome day or two 
Yourhighneffe fhall repofe you at theTower : 

Then were you plcafe as fhall be thought mo ft fie 
For your beft health and recreation. 

Prin. I doe not like the Tower of any place. 

Did Tullius Cafer build that place my Lord ? 

Buc. He did my gracious Lord begin that place, 

W hich fince fucceeding ages haue reedified. 

Prin. Is it vpon record or elle reported 
Succeffiuely from agetoage,hebuiltit ? 

Buc . Vpon record my gracious Lord. 

Prin • But fay my Lord it were not regifterd. 

Me thinkes the truth fhould liue from age to age# 

As t’wereretaild to all pofterity, 

Eiien to the generall ending day. 

Glo. Sowile, fo young, they fay dotteuer liue long. 
Pm. What fay you Vncle ? ! 

Glo. I fey without Cara&ers fame liues long ; 

That like the formall vice, iniquity, 

I moralize two meanings in one w ord. % 

Prin , That Inline Cafer was a famous man, 

W ith what his valour did inrich his wit. 

His wit let downe to make his valour liue : 

Death makes no conqueft of his conquerour. 

For now he liues in fame though not in life ; 

He tell you what, my Coufen Buckingham. 

Buc.- What my gracious Lord ? 

Prin. And if I liue vntill I be a man* 

F He 
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Th'e'Jragcay " 



He winnc cur ancient right in Frances gaine, 
OrdyeafouldierasUiu'daKing, ; . 

Glo'. Short fummers likely haue a forward fpring^ 

Enter youngTorke fiaftings JCarclinall. 

S^f.Now in good time,heere comes the Duke of Tory 
Pr in. Richard otTorke how fares our noble brother: ‘ 

2 'c?vWeII my dcarc Lord :fo mu ft I call you now* 
Friri.l brother to our griefe, as itis yours a \ 

Too late he died that might haue kept this Title, 
Whichby his death hath loft much maiefty, . ' 

Gl«. How faires our coufen noble Lord oiTorkt . 

Tor. T thanke you gentle Vncle ; O my Lord , 

You faid that idle weeds are faft in growth ; 

The Prince my brother hath ouer gtowne mefarre. 

Qlo. Hee hath my Lord. 

Ter. And therefore is he idle? 

G lo. Oh my fairc coulcn T muft not fay fo. t 

Ter. Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

G lo. He ma y command me as my foueraigne, 

*But you haue power in me as in a kinfman . 

Tor . I pray you vncle giue me this Dagger. 

Glo. My Dagger little coufen, withall my heart, 

Prin, A begger. brother? 

Ter. Ofmy kind Vncle that I know will giue ) 

And being but a fpy which is no gift, to giue, t 

Gl«» Agreatergiftthenthat lie giue my coufen* 

T or. A greater gift , O thats the Sword to it. 

Glo. 1 gentle ebufen were it light enough. 

T or. O then J fee you will part but with light gifts. 

In weightier things youle fay a begger nay. ) 

Glo . It ^5 to weighty for your grace to wears. f 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it hcauier. 

Glo. What would you haue my weapon little Lord* 1 
Tor. I would that I might thinkeyou as you call me* <• L 
■■ Glo. How ? Torke, Little* 

Prin. My L- o f Tor lee will ftillbe erode in talkc : 

Vncle yogr grace knowes howto beare with him- 
T ^ er *You meane to beare me , not to beare with me ; 
Vncle, my brother rooekes b.ot;h youand me, 

. . . ’ / Bscaufc 
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0) Riclwul’w v mra. 

Becaufe beare me one your fhoulders* 

’with whau tape provided where.!!™, 

Vv.atc the fcome he gracs fo vncle, 

^“Siow-l'pVtle you paffealong ? 
f Sndm good coufin 'Bftckinghattt, 
^ toy cutmo*e^otee«Jrffo 

My granam told me,hewas murdred there, 

Prin.l feaee.no vodes dead. 

Glo .Nor none that liue,I hope: 

Pun. And if they hue,I hope I neednot feare. 

But come my Lord, with a heauy heart 
Thinking ontheiUjgoe J vntothc Tower. 

^\xeuntPrinhr.naFi : T)or.Manc 

S^tf.Thinke you my L • this little prating ar \ 

Was not incenced by his fubtile mother , , . . 

To taunt and feorne you thus opprobnoufly . 

Glo- No doubt, no doubt, Otis.aperlousboy, 

F.old,quicke, ingenious, fonvardjcapable, 

He is all the mothers frbtti thetop to the toe. 

£«cWe!l let them reft: come hither Cattsby , 

Thou art fworn as deeply toeffe A what we mtend 
As clofely to conceale what w e impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgd vpon tne way a i 
W bat thinkeft thou, is it not an cafiematter 
To make William L.WaHings of our mind. 

For the inttalment of this nobleDuke, 

In the fcatc royall of this famous lie ? , 

Cat. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. # 

A»r.What xhinkeft thou then of Stanley t what^ Will he ? ( 

F 7e 





* e^.Hcwill do all in all as Haft tigs doth* - 
Buc. W ell then no more butfhis: 

Go gentle Catesby, and as it were a farre off, 

Sound Lord Haftings, how he Hands affe&ed 
Vnto ourpurpo(e,Ifhe be willing. 

Encourage him and ihew him all our reafons; 

If he be leaden, icy ,cold vnvvilling. 

Be thou fotoo ; and fo breake off your talke. 

And giue vs notice of his inclination. 

For we to morrow hold derided counfels 
Wherein thy felfe Avail highly beimployed. 
<7/o.Gcmmendme t© L.^to^ell himCatesby 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, 

And bid my friends forioy of this good newes,* 

Giue gentle Mis charts one gentle kifle the more. 

B*C. Good c ate shy effetf this bufineffe foundly. 

Or .My good Lords both : with all the heed I may,’ 
O/o .Shall we hcare from you Cates by ere we fieepe / 
Cat. Youfhallmy Lord. ExitCateshi 

Glo.ht place then* fliall you find vs both. * 
2?«c.Now my Lord, what (ball we doeif we perceiue 
rVBltamLoid Haft^gs will not yeild to our complots ? 

o/tf.Chcp off hts head man, feme what we will doe. 
And looke when I amKing,claime thou of me 
The Earledome of H erf or d and the mooueables, 
whereof the King my brother Hood poflTeft* 

AW. He xlaime that promife at your hands. 

Clo . And 1 ooke to haue it yealded with willingneffej 
C.ome let vs fup betimes, .that afterwards ' 

we may digeft om- complots in fome forme Exeunt 

,, „ me finger to Lord Haftings] 

Me(f, What ho my Lord. ** ' 

Hart. Who knocks at the doore ? 

jf e f- Vpon the ftroke offoure. 

A tediousnight ? 

So Hiould feeme by that I haue to lay .* 



^Richard the Third , 

he commend s him to your noble Lord ftiip ■ 

¥ Haft And then. Me f And then he fends you word 

He dreamt to night , the Boare had caft his helme ; 

Befides he fayes, there are two counfels held. 

And that many be deternmed at the one, i 
Which may make you and him to rew at the othetf 
Therefore he lends to know your LordAvips pfeaiure 
I f prefently you will take horfe with him, 

And with all fpeed poll into the North, 

To flhun the danger that his foule diuines* 

Han. Good fellow goe returne vnto my Lord, 

Bid him not feare the leperated counfels ; 

His honour and my felfe are at the one. 

And at the other is my feruantC^^; 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs. 

Whereof I Avail not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are {hallow, wanting inftatifly* 1 
And for his dreames,I wonder he is fo fond 
To tru ft the mockery of vnquiet flumbers° 

To flie the Bore before the Bore perfues vs. 

Were to incence the Boare to follow vs. 

And make purfuit where he did meaneto chile ; 

Go bid thy matter rife and come to me. 

And we will both together to the Tower; 

Where he Avail fee the Boare will v$kindIy,Kv::. f; vafti . 
Mef. My gracious Lordple tell him what you fay. Estiti 
Enter Cates by to Lord Hastings, 

Cat. Many good morrows to my noble Lord. 

Haft* Good morrow Catesby : you are early flirting, 

* What news, what news^n this our tottering ftate ? 

CW.Itis a reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And I beleeue twill neuer ftand vpright 
Till Richard wearethe Garland of the Realme* 

Haft. How? wearethe Garland/ doft thou meane the 
Cat. i my good Lord-. (Crowne? 

jiasl. ue haue this crowne of mine cut from my Ihoul- 
Erel will fee the Crowne fo foule mifplaft ; (ders 

But canft thou guefle that he doth aymeat it? n : * 

Cat,N pon my Ufemy L» and hopes to find you forward 

F 3 Vpon 







The Tragedy 

Vpon his party for the gaine thereof, 

And thereupon he fends you this good news : 

That this fa'ift^ei'y^ayVydhr enemies, 

T.he kindred of theQueene,muft dye at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeed 1 am no mourner for this news, 
Becaufetbey hauebeene ftill mine enemies: 

But that ile giue my voyce on R ichor as fid e. 

To barremy matters hcires in true defenc, 

G od know s I will not doc it to the death* 

CW.God keepeyour I.ordfhip in that gracious mind. 
Haft. But I fha 11 1 augh a t this a tvvelmonth hence 
That they who brought me to my matters hate, 

3 liue to looke vpon their tragedy: - ' ■ 

3 tell thee Catesby. Cat. What my Lord? 

Halt. Ere a fortnight make meelder ,! 

He fend fome packing that yet thinkes not one it* 

Cat.Tis avile thing to dye my gracious Lord 
When men are vnprcpard,and looke not for it* 

Haft. O monttrous,monttrous,and foit fals out 
W \thKiuers?Vahghan?Gray,mdiTo-Vf:\\\doe 

With fome men elfc, who thinkc themfcluesas fefe 

As thousand ijwho as thou knowft are deare 
To Princely Richard? and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The. Princes both make high account of you 
For they account his head vpon the bridge* 

Haft . I know they do and I hauewell deferud it. 

Enter Lard Stanley . * - • - 't 

What my L. where is your Boare.fpeare man ? 

Fcate you the Bore^nd goc you fo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My L. good morrow = good morrow Catesby : 
You may iert oif,but by the holy' Rood, 

I doe not like thefe feuerall counfels- 
Halt.U y L. I hold my life as deareas you doc yours, 
And neuer in my life I doe protettf _ 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but that I know our ftate fecure, 

I would be fo triumphant as I am ? 

Stan. The lords at Pomfret when they rode from Lands*? 
Were iocundymd fuppofd their Rate? was fure. 

An® 



^ jjCftirrLj oi o 

And indccde bad no caufe to mittruft : 

But yet you fee how foone the d^av orecaft. 

This hidden fcab cf rancor I mifdoubt, 

Pray God I fa yd proue a need lefc coward, 

But come my Lord fhall we to the Tower - _ 

5 Hah. I go ? but flay, heart you noc the ,«y(r 

Then haue ac C ofedthem £ W««*mh — ^ 

follow rrefemly. 

mn. writ As tt.fii.gs, how 

?»r.l he better that itplcafe your gp<^ I iordftjp toasH. 
Halt. 1 tell thee fellow, us better with me now, 
vphen when! met thee laft wherenow we mecte 
Then was I going prifoncr to the Tower. 

By the fuggettion ofthe Queens s aims . . , 

But now 1 tell thee ( keepeittothy felfe ) 

This daythofe enemies are put to death. 

And I in better ftatethen euerl was. 

Pur. God hold it to your Honoursgood content. 
Halt.Grtmeicy Waitings? hold fpend thou that* 

He giues him kispurfe. 

p H r. God fine your Loxdftd'p.Extt.P Hr ' Enter 4 Prft &‘ 
-mft. what sir ishn, you are well met : 

I am beholding to you for your laft dayes exerciie : 

Came the next Sabbath, and I will content you .Hewhtfpers 
Enter Buckingham* { in his eaves 

'j&c-How now Lord Chamberlaine? what talking With a 
Your friends at Pomfret they doeneed foe Prieft. (Prieft.j ' 
Your Honour hath, go ftriuing workein hand* 

Hall. Good faith, and when I met this holy man, « 
Thofemen youtalkeofcame into my minde '• 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord ? 

Buc. 1 do, but long T fhall not Ray, 

1 foall remrne before your Lordfliip thence, 

Halt. 1 is like enough for I flay dinner there* 
jKxc.And fupper too although thou knoweft it not * 

1 Come 
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Come fliall vve goe along ? 

Enter Sir Richard Ratliffe, f with the Lord Ritters 
Gray and Vaughan, prifoners 
Rat.C ome bring forth theprifoners. 

/?/«*Sir Richard Ratlijfe ,. Jer me tell thee this : 

To day thou (halt behold a fubiett die. 

For truth for duty and fodoyalty. 

Gray. God kcepethe Prince from all the packeofyou ; 
A knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. J 

Rift.o P omfert t P omfret . Q thou bloody prilon 
Fatall and ominous to noble Peares : * 

W ithin the guilty clofitre of thy walles 
Richard the lecond hcere was haekt to death : 

And for more ilaunder to thy difmall foule, 

We giue thee vp our guiltlcife blood to drinke* 

Gray. Now Mar grots curfe is falnevpon our heads 
For Handing by, when Richard flabd her fonne. ' 
ie/^Then curft Ihe Haftingsy hen curft (he Buckingham 
F hen curft Ihe B.tchard. O remember God, ^ ° 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs 
And for my filler and herprincely fonne : 

Befatisfied de are God with our trije bloods* 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftly muft befpilt. 
/for.Corne,come,difpatch,the limit of your Hues is our 

Ri«.C6m'Grv,c6m l«L,liS * 

And take our leaues vntill we meete in heauen. Exeunt'. 

E»t er t he Lords to court fell. 
HaftMfLotds at once , the caufe why we are met 
f Istadetermine of the Coronation* * 

In Gods Name fay when is this royall day ? 

Rue. At all things fitting for that royall time'? 

2W. It is, and yet in nomination. - 

Bife.To morrow then, I gelfe a happy time. 
^f.Whoknowes the Lord Protestors mind herein? ' 
inward with thenobleDuke ? ( his mind. 1 

^. Why you my L me thinks you iLouId fooneft know 
2?*r.WhoI my Lord ? we know each others faces : 
nut for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine, 

1 hen r of y° ur s ; ner I no more of his, then you of mine, 

Lord 



T ord Hafmgs, yon and he are neere in loue* 

U Haft -I thanke his grace, Iknow he loues me well . 

But for his purpofe in the Coronation 
I hauenot founded him , nor he delniered 
His graces pleafure any way therein : 

But von my Lord may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behalfe He giue my yoyce, ' 

Which I prefume he will take in good part. 

£(/£«Now in good time hcerecornes the L/uKe nifliicltc' 
Enter Cjlocefier • 

Glo. My noble Lord, and couiens all good morrow, . 
I haue becne long a fleepe , but now I hope 

My abfonce doth negleft no great defignes, 

Which by my prclenee might hauebeene concluded. 

Hue. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 
WiUtamL. Huttings had now pronounft your part - 
I meane your voyce from Crowning of the King, 

Glo * TheamyL. Hastings, no man might be bolder. 
His Lord fhip knowes me well t and loues me well* 

Haft, I thanke your grace. 

Glo. My Lord of Elio. 

Bijh. My Lord* 

Glo. When I waslaftin Holborne, 

3 faw good Hrawberies in you Garden there, 

I doe befeech you fend forlbmc of them* 

Bift. I goe my Lord* 

Glo. Couien Buekmgkam, a word with you : 

Cate shy hath founded Haft mgs in ourbulinelfe. 

And finds the telly Gentleman fo hote. 

As he will loofe his head ere giue confent, 

Hismaiilers fonne as worlhipfull he termesiP. 

Shall loofe the royalty of Englands Throane* 
•^.Withdraw you hence my A .He follow you .Ex.G/o, 
Bar. Wc haue not yet fet downe this day of triumph. 

T o morrow in mine opinion is too foone : 

For I my felfe am not fo well prouided. 

As elfe 1 would be , were the day prolonged. 

Enter the B feop cf Elte. (berries. 

Biftr . Where is my L.Protdlor , Ihaue fent for thefe flraw, 

G Haft . 
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Haft* His grace lookes chearefullyand fmooth to daw 
Theres fomeconceit orother likes himwell, . ‘ > 

When hedoth bid good morrow with filch a fpirit 
I thin he there is neuer-a maninChriftendome, 

That canleffe hide hisloueor hate then he : 

For by his face draught ("hall you know his heart. 

f £>ctr. What of his heart perceiue you in his face, 

By any likelihood he (hewed to day ? 

Haft. Marry that with no man heere he is- offended. 
For if he were , he would haue fhewde it in his face. 
Dar. 1 pray God he be not, I lay. 

Enter Glocefter. 

Glo. I prayyoirallj what do they deferue 
That doconfpiremy death with diuelilli plots 
Of damned witchcraft , and that hauepreuaild ? 

Vpon my body with their hellifh charmes ? 

Haft. The tender Ioue I beare your gracemy Lord 
Makes me mod forward in this noble pretence. 

To doomethe offenders whatfoeuer they be 
I fay my Lord they haue defeated death, 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witneffe of this ill , 

See how I am bewitcht , behold mine arme 
Is like a blafted fapling withered vp. 

T his is that Edwards wife, that mondrous witch, 

Conforted with that harlot ftrumpet 

That by their witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

Hafl. If they haue done this thing my gracious Lord. 

Glo. If thou Prctettor of this damned ftrumpet. 
Telftthou me of iffs i thou art a traitor. 

Off with his head : Now by Saint Paul, 

I will not dinwtoday 1 fwere, 

Vntill I fee the lame , fomefeeit done ; 

thnt-Ictie me, come and follow me. Exeunt, manet 
Haft.Wo^yo,torEnglanel,not a whit for m e.Ca.witk Haft. 
For l too fond might haue prenenred this : 

Stanley did dreame theboare did race his helme, 

But 1 difdaind it and did fcorne to hie. 

Three times to day my footecloth Horfedid durable, 
And darted when he leokc V pon the Tower, ' 








c/Richard the Third , 

As loth to beare me to the flaughter-heufe. 

Oh now 1 warrant the Pried that fnake 
I now repent I told the Pursuant, 

As twere triumphing mine encrr.ie^. 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were 
And ! my felfe fecure in grace an 
Oh MarmtyMargret, now thy heauy 

Is lightned on poore Haftings wretched head. ^ 

CW.Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would be 
Make a fhort fhrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Hall. O momentary date of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for,then for the graceo ' 

Who builds his hopes in the ayre of your faire Iookcs, 

Liues like a drunken fayler on a mad. 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 

Into the fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Gome leade me to the blocke,beare him my heaa* 

They fmi’.e at me.that fiiortly ffuttt be dead exeunt* 
Enter Duke of g lecefter ,and Buckingham,* armour. 
G/o.Comecouleu,cand thou quake and changetny colouc 
Murder thy breathin middle ofa word , 

And then begin againe and dop againe. 

As if thou wert dedraft and mad with terror, 

Buc. Tut feare not me, 

I can counterfeit thedeepe Traiedian, 

Speake and looke backe and prieoneuery 
Intending deepe fufpition gaftly lookes 
Are at my fern ice like enforfea fmiles. 

And both are ready in their offices 
To grace my dratagem 
Glo. Here comes the Maior 
Buc. Let me alone to enterta 
Glo. Looke to the draw-bridge 
Buc. The reafon we haue feat for 
Glo. Cates by ouer-looke the 
Buc. Harke,I hearea drumme. 

G/o.Looke backe defend thee,here are 
Buc. God and our innocency defend vs« 

Glo, 0, 0, be quiet it is Catesby . 

G 2 Enter 
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Snter Catesbyjvith H aflings head. 

Cat, Here is the head of that ignoble tray tor. 

The dangerous and vnfufpc&ed H attings, 

Glo . So deare I lou’d the man that I mutt weepe 
I tooke him fon the playncft harmelefle man. 

That breathed vpon this eartha Chriflian: 

Locke ye my Lord Maior : 

1 made him my booke wherein my foule recorded 
The Hittory of all -her. (ecret thoughts : 

Sofmooth he daubd his vice with (hew of vertue. 

That his apparent open guilt omitted ; 

I meane,.his conuerlation with Shores wife. 

He layd from all attainder of fulpeft. 

Sue, Well, well, he was the conuertft fhekred traytor. 
That euer liu'd, would you haue imagined. 

Or almott beleeue.were it not by great ptrderuation 
W e liuc to. tell it you ? the fubtile traytor 
Had this day plotted in the counfell houfe,’ 

1 o murder me and my good Lord Glocefier. 

Ma. What, had he fo ? 

Glo. What thinke ye we are Turkes or Infidels, 

Or that we fhould againtt thccourfeof Law,. 

Proceed thusraflily to the villaines death, 

Uut that the extreameperrill of the cafe. 

The peace of England J and our perfons fafety 
Inforft vs to this execution ? 

- AAi.Now faire befall you, he dcferucd his death. 

And you my good Lords both, haue well proceeded. 

I o warne falie traytors from the like attempts:. 

I neuer lookt for better at his hands;*. 

After he once*fell in with Miflris Shore ♦ . . 

<jlo. Yet had not we determind he.fhoulddye 
Vntill your Lordfliip came to feehis death. 

Which now the longing haft of thefe.our friends 
Somewhat againtt our meaning haue preuented, 
Becaufemy Lord, we would haue had you heard 
The traytor fpeake, and timeroutty confelfe 
The manner and the purpole ofhistreal'on, 

That you might well faaue fignilied the fame 

Vnto 
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Vnto the Citizens, who happily may 
■Mifronfture vs in him, and waile his d^ath* 

good Lord your gracious word toaUfcrue 
As well, as if I had feene or heard him fpeake : 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both. 

But ile acquaint your duuous Citizens 

To auoydthe carping cenfures of the woild. 

Tine. But fince you came to- late of our intents, „ 

Yet witnefle what we did intend, and io my L “ d a ^. - 
Glo. After, 'after, coufin Buckingham, ■ Exit Mater 3 

TheMaior towards Guild hall hies lunvinall poll, 

There at your meeteft aduantage of the time, 

Inferre the baftardy of Edwards children. . _ 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely. for faying he would mane his fonne ^ 

Heire to the Crowne, meaning ("indeed) his home. 

Which by the figne thereof was termed fo. 

Moreouer,vrge his hateful! luxury. 

And beaftly appetite in change ofiutt. 

Which ftretched to their feruants,[daughters,wiues,' 

Euen where his luftfull eye,or fauage heart. 

Without controle lifted to make his prey : 

Nay for a need thus fame come neare my perfon. 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
'Of that vnfatiat Edward , noble York*, 

My Princely-father then had vvarres in France, 

And by iuft computation of the time. 

Found that the iflue was nothis begot, > . 

Which well appeared in his lineaments o 
Being nothing like the noble Duke my father, 
Butiouchthis fparinglyasit were farreof, 

Becaufe you know my Lord,my brother liues. 

2?«c.Fearenot my Lord,ile play the Orator 
As if the golden fee for which I pleade, 

W ere for my felfe. 

Glo. If you thriue well, bring them to Bajnards Cattle, . 
Where you Ihall find me well accompanied 

G 3 With 
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With leueiend Fathers, and well learned BiSiops,' 

Buc. About three of fonre a clccke looke to lie are 
What news Guild-hall affordeth,and fo my Lord farewell 
• 67o Now will I m to rake lome priuy order Exit Bus 

To draw the brates of Clarence out of fight, 

And to giumeotice that no manner of perfon 
At any time,haue recourfe vnto the Princes • Exit 

Enter a S criitener , with a paper in his hand. 

This is the indidiment of the good Lord Haftings, 

Which in a fet hand fairely is ingrofs’d* . 

That it may be this day red ouer in Pauls: 

And marke how well the lequell hangs together, 

Eleuen hourcs I fpe nt to writ it ouer. 

For yefternightby Catesby was it brought me, 

The prefident was full as long a doing. 

And yet withinthefe fiue houres liu d Lord Ha fangs 
Vntainted, vnexamined : free at liberty : 

Here’s a good world the while, Why who’s fo groffe 
That lees not this palpable deuice ? 

Yet who’s fo blind that fayes he feesit not ? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought. 

When fuch bad dealing mull be feene in thought: Exit 

Enter Glocejler at one doore y Buckytgham at another, 
Cjlo. How now my Lord, what fayes theCitizens ? 

Buc. Now by t he holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizens are mumme and Ipeake not a word, 
gto. Toucht you the ba hardy of Edwards Children ? 
Buc. I did,with the infatiat greedinefie.of his defires. 

His tyranny for trifles: his owne baftardy, 

As being got your father then in France ; 

Withall I did irfTerre your lineaments. 

Being the right Ideaofyour father. 

Both in forme and noblenefleofmirrd: 

Layd vpon all your victories in Scotland : 

Your Difcipline in warre,wifedome in peace : 

Your bounty ,vcrtue,faire humility: 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntouch’t or fleightly handled in difeourfe : 

And when my oratory grew to end, 

I bad 



Richard the Third. 

I bad them that loues their Countries good,; 

Cry God faue Richard Englands royall King. 

Glo. A, and did they fo? 

Buc No fo God helpe me. 

But like dumbe flatues or breathlefle flones, 

Gazde each on other and lookt deadly pale : , 

Which when I law, I reprehended them : 

And askt the Maiorwhat meanes this wilfull filenc^. • 

His anfwere wa s the people were not wont 
lobe fpoke too, but by the Recorder- 
Then he was rrgde to tell my tale againe: 

Thus-faith the Duke, thus hath the Dukeinferd 5 
But nothing fpake in warrant from himtelte : 

When he had done,fome followers of mine owne 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps. 

And fome tenvoycescryed,God faue King Richard 
Thankes noble Citizens and friends quoth I , 
lhis general 1 applaufe and louing {Route, 

Argues your wifdome and your loue to Richard i 
And fo brake off and came away- 

GA-What tonguelefle blockes were they , would they 
Buc. No by mytrothmyLord, (not fpeake ? 

G/o.Will not the Mayor then,and his brethren come ? 
Buc. The Mayor is heere : and intend feme fearc. 

Be not Ipoken withall,but with mi ghty fute = 

And looke you get a prayer booke in your band. 

And Hand betwixt to Church-men good my Lord, 

For on that ground He build a holy defcant: 

Be not eafie wonne to our requeft : 

Play the maydes part, fay no, but take it- 

Glo . Feare not me , if thoucanft plead as well for them, 
As I can fay nay to thee for my felfe, 

No doubt weele bring it to a happy iffue. 

Buc. You fhall fee what I can do, get vp to the leads. Ex, 
Now my Lord Maior, you dance attendance heere, 

I thinke the Duke will not be ipoken withall. Enter Catesby 
Here comes his feruanr-how now Catesby , what fayes he ? 

Cat . My Lord he doth intreat your grace 
fovifit him to morrow, or next day ■, 

He 



/ II 



THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G e.23) OctaVO 



im 



Exit* 



ragedy 

He is within and two reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou‘d, 

Todravvhim from his holyexercife. 

Bhc. Returne good CAte shy to thy Lord againe. 

Tell him my feife , the'Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of great moment. 

No lefl'e importing them then our general! good. 

Are come to haue fome conference with his grace. 

Cat . lie tell him what you fay my Lord* 

Bhc . A ha my Lord, this Prince is not an Edward : 

He is not lolling on a lewd day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation: 

Not dallyiqg with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating .with two deepe Diuines : 

Not fleepmg to ingroflfe his idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watchfull foule. 

Happy were England , would this gracious prince: 

I ake on himfelfe the .foueraignety thereon, 

But fure I feare we fliall neuer winne him toit. 

Ma. Marry God for bid his grace fhould lay vs nay. : 

Enter Catetby. 

Bhc. I feare he will , ho w now Catesby. 

Whatfaycs your Lord ? 

CW.MyL* he wonders to what end you haue alfembled 
Such troopes of Citizens to fpeake with him. 

His grace not being warnd thereof before : 

My Aord,he feares you meane no good to him* 

A#, .Sorry I am my noble coulen fhould 
Sufpedt me that I meane no good to him. 

By heauen I.cwme in perfeA louetohim. 

And lb once more returne and tell his grace: 

. Whcntioly and deuout religious men, 

Are at tljeir beads,tis hard to draw them thence. 

So lweeteis zealous contemplation. 

Enter Richland two Bifoops aloft * 

Mai. See where he Hands betweene two Clergimen. 

Bhc. Two prnpes .of vertue for a ChriRian Prince : 

Xo flay him from the fall of vanity, 

Fa mo* 



“■ of RiclidTdT^' Third, 

Famous VUnugenet;^ gracious Prince, 

Lend fauorable eares to my requeft I 

Andpardonvs the interruption - . , 

Of thv deuotion and right Chnftian xeale^ 

Glo. My Lord, tbereneeds nofuch Apology, 

I rather doe belcech you pardon me, 

VV ho earneft in the fer urce of my God, 

Neelea the vifitation of my friends: _ 

But leauing this , whatis y our graces pleafure ? 

B uc Euen that I hope which plealethood aboue. 

And all good men of this vngcuernd He. 

Glo. I doe fulpedf , I haue done fome offence, 

Thatfeeme difgraciousin the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance : 

B uc. You haue my Lord : would it pleafe your grace 
At our intreaties to amend chat fault. \' 

Glo Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

B HC. Then know it is your fault thatyou refigne 
The Supreame Seate , the throane maiefticall. 

The Scepter office of your Anceflors. 

The lineall glory of your royall Houfc, 

To the corruption of a blemifot ftocke : 

Whileft in the mildeneflc of^your fleepy thoughts, 

Which heere we waken to your Countries good : 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes, 

Her face defac’t with, fears of infamy, _ 

And alnioft fhouldred in this fwallowing gulpfo 
Of blind forgetlullneffe and darke obliuion : 

Which to recouer we hartily folicite 

Your gracious feife to take on you thefoueraignty thereof. 

Not as Protetttr, Steward , Subftitute, 

Nor lowly fa&or for an others gaine ? 

But as fucceffiuely from blood to blood, 

Yourright ofbirth your Empery, your owne : 

For this conforted with the Citizens, 

Your worfhipfull and very louing, friends. 

And by there vehement inftigation, 

In thi: iuft fute come I to mou e your G r ace. 

Clo.l know not vvhither to depart in filence. 

- H Or 
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<0r bitterly to fpeake : in,your reproofe, 1 •• • 

Beft fits my degree, or your condition:. 

Your loue dele rues my thank es, but mydefert 
Vnmeritable fhunes-your high requeff, 

Firft.ifall ob Hades were cut away, 

And that my path Were eucn to the Crowne, . . . 

As my right reuenew and duebybirth, 

Y et fo much is my pouerty of fpitit. 

So mighty audio many my defc&s, 

As I had..rather hide me from my greatneffe, 

Being a barke to brooke no mighty fea, . . 

Then in my greatneilc couet to be hid/: • 

And in the vapour.. of ray glory fmothered: 

But God be thanked thers no need forme. 

And muchl need to helpe you'if need were. 

The royall ttee hath left vs royall fruity 
W hich mellowed by the Healing houres of time,. 

Will well, become-th'e feate of Maiefty ; 

And make,, no doubt,vs happy by his raigne. 

On him I lay what you would on me: . 

The right and fortune of his happy ftarEss, , ; 

Which God defend that I fhould wring from him* 
Aw/r.^MyLordythis argues confcience in your Grace 
But the refpeds thereof are nice and tduiall. 

All circumftances well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne, i - 
So fay we too but not by Edwards wife : 

Tor firft he was contracted to Lady Lacy, 

Your mother liues a witneffe to that vow. 

And afterwards by fob ftitute betrothed . 

To Bona fittest© the King of France, 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waining and diftreffcd vviddow, 

Euen in the afternoone of hcrbeft dayes. 

Made price and purchace of his milfoil eye, 
Seduce the pitch and height of all his thoughts* >• ■ 
To bafe declention loathed bigamy, 

By her in this vnlawfoll bed he got, . 



" of Richard iheThhi. 

This Edward, whom our manners terme the Prince 5 

More bitterly could 1 expoftulate, 

c aU e that for reuerence to force ahue 
, giue a fparing limit to my tongue: 

Then good my Lord, take toyour royall felfe, 

This proffered benefit ofdtgmty.f 

jf not tableffe vs and the Land withall. 

Yet to draw out your royall ftocke, 

From the corruption of abufy time. 

Cal O make them xoyfull, grant their lawfull &«• 

G/o. Alas, why fliould you heape thofe cares on me, 

1 am vnfit for ftate and dignity: 

1 doebefcech you take it not amitle, 

I cannot' nor l will not yei Id to you. 

Buc. If you refofe it as in loue and zeaie. 

Loth to depofe the child your brothers fonflc^ 

As well we know your tend ernefie of heart. 

An d oentle kind effeminate . remorfe. 

Which we haue noted- in you to your kin. 

And equally indeed to allefiates, 

Yet whether you except our foit or no , 

Your brothers fon fhall neuer raigne our King, 

But we will plant fome other in the Throne, 

To the difgrace and downcfall of your home.* 

And in this refolution here 1 leaue you, 

Come Citizens, zounds, lie intreatno more- 

Gle. O doe not fwearemy Lord oi^nckiniham* t 
Cat* Call them againe my Lord .and accent their iute 4 
A*o. Do good my Lord,leaff all the Land do rew lU 
Clo. Would you enforce me to a world of care . 
Wellcall them againe, I am net made of ftones. 

But penctrab'e to your kind intents. 

Albeit againlt my cenfcience ,and my foule ; 

Coufin d>l r Bttckin$fam and you fage graue men, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe. 

To beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

1 mnft haue patience to endure the loade. 

H a But 
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girt if blacke fcancfall or fo foulefac’t reproach 
Attend the fequell ofyour impofitianj 
Your meere inforcement fhall acquittance me 
From all the impure plots and flames thereof. 

For God he knows and you may partly fee. 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

May. God bleffe your Grace,wefee it,and will fay It* 

Glo* In faying fo,you fhall buc fay the truth. 

Stic. 1 hen 1 falute youwith this kingly title : 

Long liue King Rtchan f,Eng}ands royall King* 

Amen* ; . . .. 

B*‘c. To morrow will it pleafc you to be Crown’d ? 

Glo. Eucnwhen you will, fince you will haue it fo* 

Buc. To morrow then we will attend your Grace* 

Come let vs to our holy taske againe : . ; 

Farewell good coufin, farewell gentle friend Exeunt* 

£ Ktcr Ggueene mother , Dutches of T orke > Marquefo 
Dorfet,at one dare, Dutches of Glocefter 
at Another daore* 

Dnt. Who meets vs here, my. NeccePlantagenet ? 

^5- Sifter well met, whether away fo fa ft ? 

\ Dut'Gfo. No farther then the Tower ,and as l guefle> 
Vpon the like deuotion as your felues, 

T o gratulate the tender Princes there* 

cyuj. Kind fifterttiankes, vvcele enter all together* 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower . 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Lieutenant, pray youby your Ieaue, 

How fares the Prince ? 

Lieu. Well Maddam and in health,but by your leauei 
5 may not futfer' foil tovifit him, 

The King hath ftraightly charged to the contrary* 

£>%. The Kmg.why whois that ! 

Lieu .1 cry you mercy, I meane the Lord Protestor • 

Qu. The Lord protect himirom that Kingly title : 

Hath he let bonds betwixt there loue and me: 

1 am their mother, who fhc uld keepe me from them? 

I am their father .mother, and willfecthem* 

Due- Glo . Their Aunt L am in law ,m louc their mother : 

Then 
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-ffienfeare not thou,ile beare thy blame, 

Ind take thy Office from thee on my penll * 

^ Lieui’l dee befeech your graces all to pardon me? 
Tam bound by oath, Imaynotdoeir* 

Enter Lord Stanley* 

Stan. Let me but meet you Ladies at an houre hence;, 
And lie falute your Grace of Porks, as mother : 

And reuerend looker one, of two faireQueene^ 

Come Maddam, you muft goe with 
There to be Crowned Richards royall Qucene*- 
gu, o cut my lace in funder, that my P^heart 
Mayhaue fome fcope to beate, or elfe I found 
With this deadliking news* • 

Dor. Maddam haue comfort, how fares your Grac . 
9u. O -Dor/Ajfpeake notto me, get thee hence. 

Death and deftrudion dogs thee at the heeles, 

7hy mothers name is ominous tochiiamn, , 

If thou wilt ouerftrip death, goe croffe the Seas, 

And liue with Richmond from the race ot heir, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee.from this flaughter-noufe, 

Leaft thou increafe thenumber of the dead, . 

And make me dye the thrall of Margrets cutfe,^ 

Not mother, wife, nor England* counted Queene 
Stan. Full of wife care is this your counfell Madam, 
Take all thefwifeaduantageof the time. 

You fhall haue letters from me to my lonne, 
to meet you on the way and welcome you. 

Be not taken tardy by vnwife delay* ‘ 

But. Tor. O id difperfingwwdof mifery, 

0 my accurfed wombe the bed of death, # 

A Cokatrice haft thou hatcht to the world, 

Whofe vnauoyded eye is murderous* 

Stan.Comc Maddam,! in all haft was fentror* 

Dut. And I in all vnwillingnefle will goe, 

1 would to God that the inclufiuc verge 
Of goulden mettali that muft round my brow. 

Were red hot fteele to feare me to the braine, 
Anoynted let me be with deadly poyfon, i 
And die ere men can fay God iauethe Queene* 

H 3 




Tgtf&hs poore foule, I enuy not thy glory, 

To feed my humour wifh thy felfe no harmc. 
jDa^G/tf.NojwJien.hexh^t is my husband flow, 

Came to me, 1 followed Henries Courfe,. 

When the blood was fcarce wafht from his’hands, 
Which iffued from my other angell husband. 

And that dead faint, . which then I weeping followed, 

O, when I fay, l lookt on Richards face, . 

This was my wifh, be thou quoth i accurft, 

For making me fo young, fo old a widdow. 

And when thou wed ft, let forrow haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wife if any be fo bad 
As miferabteby the death of thee, . > , 

As thou haft made me by» my deare Lordsdeath, 

Lo enenjean repeate this, curfe againe, 

Euen in fo fhort a fpacc, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his honey words. 

And prou’d the fubie&of mine ovvne foules curfe. 
Which eucr fince hath kept mine eyes from fleepe," 

For neuer yet one houre in his bed, 

Hauelimoyed the golden dew of fleepe. 

But haue beene waked by his timerous dreames- 
Befides he hates me formy father W arwicke. 

And will fhortly be rid of me. : ' ■- 

£ht; Alas poore foule,I pity thy complaints. - 3 1 - 

Dut.Gio.No more then from my foule f mourneforydfehji 
^«.FarewqU,thou woefull welcomerof glory. - r ° r 

Dut.Glo. Adue pootrefoule thou takeft thy leaue of it, 
D. Ter.' Go thou to Richmond:^ good fortune guide thee 
Go thou to Richard # nd good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou tq*fau<ftuary, good thoughts polfelfe thee, 

I to my graue, where peace and reft lye with me, 
Eyghty old- y cares of f orrow haue I feene, 

And each houresioy wraekt with a weekeof teenc* 

' : ? r-uhui *jr.; 

The trumpets found. "Enter Richard Crowned, Bucking* 
ham,Catesbj , with other Nobles. 

King , Stand all apart, Coufin of Buckingham, 
Giue me thy hand. Here be abends bis Throne, 

"• * Thus 



- 0 / a n m rrm7 

Th !nhy § a^ttance is King Richard kited s 
MS we weare thefe honours for a day ? 
w£l I theV laft and we reroyce xn them > 

hue they, and foreuer may they laft. 

KiO Buckingham now 1 doe play the touc , 

-V 

• Buc • True noble Prince* , 

Kino. O bitter confequehce,- t ■ 

That Edward ftill fhould -Hue true noblePrinc*,' 

Coufin thou wert not w ont to be io dull. 

Shall I be plaine I wifh the t^ard s dead. 

And I would haue it 
What faieft thou ? fpeake fudden ly , bebnete, 

5« e .Your grace may doe your plea lure. \ c eci eth? 

Kino, lur.tutxhou art all yce, thy kmdnefle fcft.e*4L 
Say, haue T thy confent that they (hall die ? 

Buc. Giue me Lome breath my Lord, 

Before I politiuely fpeake herein : 

1 will refolue your grace imediatly. 

Cat . The King is angry fee he biteshis Up.-; 

Kin f .1 will conuerfe wit h iron witty looles, • ■ 

And vnrefpe&iue Bojes , none are for me 

That looke into me with conliderate eyes i _ . 

Toy. High reaching Buckingham growes circumfpeift. , 

King. Know ft thoundtany whom corrupting Gold 

Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit ol death. 

^ Bor. My Lord., I know a difeontented Gentleman, j 
Whole humble meanes matcht not hishaughty mind. 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him toany thing. 

King. What is his name ? 

Boy. His name my Lord , is Terrel* 




Ktitg. Goe call him hither prefently* 

The deepe refoluing witty B Hckmgb&m , 

No more (hall be the neighbour to my counfeli. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde. 

And flops he now for breath ? 

"Enter Darby 

How now what newes with you ? 

Dar . My Lord I heare the Marquefle Darfet 
Is fled to Richmond 3 inthofe parts be yond the leas 
Where he abides* 

King* Catesbj. Cat, My Lord* ** 

King • Rumor thi s abroad * 

That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping el ofc ; 

Enquire me out fome meane borne Gentleman,' 

W hom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter 
The boy is fooli/h and 1 feare not him ; 

Lookehow thou dreameft ; 1 fay agame, giueouc 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die* 

About it , for it ftands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage mej 
T muft be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my Kingdome ftands on brittle glaffe, 

Murther her brother , and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way ofgaine, but 1 am in 
So farrein blood , that Anne pluckes on linne, 

Tcares falling, pitty dwels not in this eye. 

Enter Tirrel . 

Js thy name Tirrel ? 

Ttr, l ames Tirrel & your moft obedient fubie<ft. 

King. Arwhou indeed ? 

Tir. Proue me my gracious foueraigne* 

King. Dir ft thou refolue to killa friend ofmine? 

Tir . I my Lord but 1 had rather kill two deepe enemies 
King.YJhy there thou haft it, to deepe enemies* 
Foes to my reft that my fweet fleepe difturbs, * 

Are they that 1 would haue thee deale vpon ; 

Tirrel , \ meane thofc baftards in the Tower. 

Tir . Let me haue meancs to come to them, ’ _ 

... - An 
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Loi B d°,°l haue centered in my mind. 

The late demand that you did found me in* 

X/«AVell let that pafte,T> 0 r/ms fled to 1 he won 

Buc.l heare that news myLord* i Aft w to iti 

Kin. Stanly fa is your wiues fonne : Well.looke 

My Lord .Iclaime your gift,my due bypremfle, 

-For which your honour and your faith is pawnd. 

The Earh dome of Derft ?r^, and the moueabies. 

The which you promifed 1 fhould {mm, ^ 

Kin. Stanley, looketo your wife, if they conuey 
Letters toWtchtnond^yon ftiall anfwerit^ a * 

Buc, W hat (ayes your highneffc to my iuft deman . 
Ki», As 1 remember Henry the fixt 
Did prophefiethat Richmond (hould be King, 

When Richmond was a little peeuifti boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps* 

£'«, How chance the Proph ec f ouldnot at that tunc, 

Haue told^nel being by, that I fhould kill him. 

Sue. My Lord, your promife for the Earledome« 

Kin, Richmond , Whenlaft 1 was at Exeter, 

The Maiorin curtefie fhewd me the Calhe, 

And called it Rugemount, at which name*! flatted, 
Becaufe a Lord of Ireland told me once, 

1 fhould not liue long afterl law Rithtnond. 

Bhc . My Lord* 

Kin.l, Whats a cloche ? . . 

Bhc. I am thus bold to put your Grace m mind 
Of what you promitd me* 

Kin, Well, but whats a clocke ? 

.Bwc.Vponthe ftroke of i°* 



King. Wel!,let it ftrike. 

Hue. Why let it ftrike ? 

Kmg. Becaufethat like a Tacke thou keepft the ftrok© 
Betwixt thy begging, and my meditation : 

I am not in the giuing. vaine to day. 

Bit % Why then refo] ue me whether yon will or no ? 
/GWTutjtntjthon troubled me,T am notin the vaine. Ex', . 
• Bus. I i it euen fo, rewards he my true feruice 
With fuchdeepe contempt,made l him King for this l 

0 let methinke on Haft mgs and begone 
To-Sreo^f^jWhile my fearefull head is on. 

Enter Sir Francis. Trrrell. 

Tir. The.tyranons and bloody deed is done/ . . 

The moft arch aft of pitious maftacre. 

That euer yet .this land was guilty of, 

Dighten and Forreft whom I did fubbornc,, , 

1 o doe this ruthfull piece of butchery, ~ 

■Although they .were fleflit villains, bloody dogs, 

Melting with tendcrnefie and companion, 
wept like two children intheir deaths fad ftorie-ss 
Lo thus quoth T> t ghton lay thefe tender babes. 

Thus, thus, quoth. Forreft girding one another 
W ithin their innocent alaiaftcr armes, 

Their lips like foure red Rofes on a 11 a Ike, . 

When in there fummer beauty ki ft each other, . 

A booke of prayer on their pillow lay, 

Which once quoth Forreft almoft changd rhy mind. 

But O thediuell 1 there thevillaine ftopt, 

W hilft Eight on thustold, one we fmothered, .. 

The moft replenifht fweet worke of nature - 
That from th^ prime Creation euer he framd, ' 

They could not lpeake, and fo I left themboth. 

To bring thefe tiding? to the bloody King, 

Enter Kmg Richard. 

And here he comes. All Haile my foueraigne Liege.’ 

Kmg . Kind Tirrel, and I happy in thy news? 

77r. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your ha ppynelfe,be happy then, 

Tot it is done my Lord. 

- ‘ ’ King, 



i ■ > 






'of Richard^ Tfnrl, ~ ”~ 

X/^.Butdidft thou fee them dead ? 

^r. Ldid my Lord. 

rT The' Chaplain!' of the Tower hath buried them i 
vut how or in what place I do not know. 

E xL.Come t 0 me7^//fooneafterft Jp ^ 

And thou (halt tell the proceffe of their death, 

Meanetime but thinke how I may dothee good 
And be inheritor of thy defire, Extx TtrreU . 

The fonne of CUrence haue I pend vp clofe. 

His daughter meanely haue I matchun marriage. 

The fons of Edward Heepein Abrahams bolome 
And ^rny wife hath'bid the world goodmght t 
Wow for I know the Br.ttaine Richmond aimes 
At young Elizabeth, my brothers daughter, 

A^by t § hat knot lookes proudly ore the Crowne, 

To her 1 goe A lolly tfariuing wooer, Enter Catesbj a 

AW.Cood news, or bad, tha t thou comm eft lo bluntly ; 
Or Bad new s my Lord, A/y is ted xo Richmond 
And-B uckinthtm backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and ftftl his power increafeth. 

Kino.ehe with Richmond troubles me more 
Then and his rafh leueld army ; 

Come I haue heaid that fearefull commenting. 

Is leaden feruitor to M'l d^lay. 

Delay leads impotent andlnale-paft beggery. 

Then fiery expedition be my vt mgs, 

/*#f,^m# 7 ,and Herald for a Kmg i . 

Come mutter men, my counfaile xs my ihieid. 

We mutt be briefc,When tractors braue the field .Exctmt* 
Enter fthgeene (JVargret fola. 

So now prosperity begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth ot death : • 

Here in thefe confines {lily haue I lurkt, 

To watch the waining of mine .adueriarics.; 

A direinduftion am I witnefle too, 

And willto Brance, hoping the coniequence 

la W til 
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The 7 ngedy • m 

Will prone as bitter ,blacke-and tragical!. 

Withdraw thee wretched Margret , Who comes here'* 

Enter the J$tteette,aHd the Dutches of 1'orlg, 

G)h. Ah my young Princes,ah my tender babes, 

My vnblowne flower, new appearing fwcct. 

If yet your gentle i'oules flye in the ayre. 

And be not fixt in doome-perpetuall, 

Houer abone me with your aicry wings. 

And heare your mothers lamentations. 

dr. Houer about her, fay that right for right 
Hath dimd your infant morne,toaged night. 

Wilt thou O God flic from inch gentle la tubes. 

And throw them in the intrales of the wolfe : 

When didft thou fleepe when luch a deed was done ? 
JgjMair . When, holy Mary dyed, and my Ivveet fonne* 
Blind light ,dead life, poore mOrtallliuingGhofl', 
Woes fceane,worlds fhame,graues due by life vfurpt. 

Reft their vnreft on EngUads lawful! earth, t • 
Vftlawf ully made drunke.with innocents blocd- 
O that thou wonldft as well afford a graue 
As thou canft yeild a melancholly feat. 

Then would 1 hide my bones, pot red them here,* _ 

0 who hath any caufe to rr.ourne but I ? 

But. So many miferies hath crazd my voyce. 

That my woe-wearied tongue, is mute and dumb 
Edward Plantagenet,whyart thou dead? 

If ancient forrowbe moftreuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of figniory. 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper-hand, 
Ifforroweanadmitfociety. ; 

Tell oueryoumvoes againcby vewing mine; 

1 had an Edward , tilla Richard kild him. 

I had a Richard y i\)\ a Richard kild him. 

Thou had Ran Edward^tdla. Rkhordkild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

D»f.Ihad a Richard too,and thou didft kill him; 

I had a Rutland too,and thou holpft to kill him : 
OJlfar.Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him* 
From forth the. kennell of thy vyonabe bath crept, 

~ r? " ' A 
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VJ iVicHIrdf the Tbirdl 

A hell-bound that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That Dog that had his teeth before his ey- 

i 

Thv wombe let loole to chafe vs to our- graues, 
Ovt>rieht,iuft,and true difpoflng God , 

Hov vdoI thanke thee, for this carnal! I Cur 
Preveson theiflue of his Mothers bo y. 

And make h.er pewfellow with others moane. 

^ put. O Harries wife, triumph notifi my woes, 

God witnetfewith me Ihaue wept for thee- 

A^AGr.Beare with me,l am hungry for reuenge- 

And now I cloy me with ^eholding it }. * no 

Thy Edward he is dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other £<Wddead, toqmt my Edward, 

Young rc%heisibut'boote,beeaule both they - 
Match not the high perfeftion of my Ioffe; 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that ki-ld my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke play, • ^ 

The adulterate- , 

Vnti mely (mothered in their du&ky graUes, 

Richard yet liues,hels biatke intelligencer, .■'! 

Onely referued tfaeiriadfor to biiy -foules> 

And fend them thither, but at : hand, 

Enfueshispitious, andvnpitied end, 

Earth gapes, hell burnes,fiends roare^aHits-pray - 

To haue him fuddenly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bonds of Hfe^eare^Godlpray , 1 
That 1 may Hue to fay/the Dog is dead* '■ 

o thou didft prophetie thetime would come • . 
Thatl foould wille for thee to help© me cuiTe ^ 

That botteld (pider,that foulehunch-backt Toad. 

Qjllar. I cald thee then vaine floutifo of my fortune? 
I caTd thee then poore fhadow, painted Queene, 

The prtfentation of dm what I was, 

The flattering index of a dirctull pagearit, 

One heau’d a high to be hurl’d downe below, 

A mother onely tnockt with two fweet babes, 

v Adrcame of which thou wort, a breath, a bubble, t--- 












rage&i 

A figneof dignity, a garifti flag, 

To be theaime ofeuery dangerous flint, 

A Queene inieft, onely toftllthefceane: 

W here is thy husband now,w here be thy brothers f 
Where be thy children, wherein doft thou ioy? 

Who Cues to thee, and cries, God fauc the Queene ? 
Where be the bending peeres that flattered thee 
Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee. ? 
Decline all this, arid fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a moft diltrelfed widdow ; 

For ioy full mother, one.that wailes the name ; 

For Queene, a very catife, crownd with care ; 

For one being fued. too, one that humbly fues j 
For one commanding all, obeyed of none: 

For one that Icornd at me,now Icornd of me. 

1 hus hath the courfe of iuftice w hel’d about* 

And left me but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no mere but thought of what thou art. 

To torture thee the more being what thou art, , 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doll thounot 
V urpe the iuft proportioriof'my'foirQW ? • ..’vr:: , , 

Now thy proud neckc,beares balfe my burdened yoake t 
From wlrich,eu£n.h£re,X flip my wearied necke, 1 

And leaue the Durtbijn pf.it; alhcntbce: 

Farewell Tories wi fif,a?td IQtfeene ££6$. mrichanctey; ' 
Thefe Englifli woes wiilmake rile imile' In France, > i • 
gu,. O thoH weif skj!din.curles, flay a while. 

And teach me how tobOrfemineenfcmies; .-'rid ! : 
j£KMar. Forbeare to, lleepe the night, and . fa ft the day. 
Compare deaths happinefle with Jiuirig woe, 

TbiriKe that *hy babes w ire fa irer then they were, 

, And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Eettring thy lofle make the bad caufe worfer, 

Heupiuiog this, will- teach, thee how to curfe. 

^•My words are dulI.O quicken tbemwitb thine. 
‘fyZM.Thy woes will make thenrfliarpy& pierce like mins 
T'»r. Why fliouldcalamity be full ofwords? Exit Ma. 
.£?. Windy atturnies to your clients woes, 

Aiery fucceeders of inteftate ioyes, 

‘ " ■ Poors 
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- Wathing orators of miferies, - _ 

h aueTcope , though what they do impart 
^loe not alhyot do they cafe the heart. . • 

% jf io then be not toung-ude, goe with me. 

. ?in the breath of bitter words,lets Another > 

Mv d damnea fonne, which thy^two fcnnes fmotherd 
K bi s Drum , be copious in ex clatmes. 

Ih pi er Kim Richard, warchingmth Drums, 
p r a Trumpets. 

Tintr, Who intercepts my expedition ? < 

Tut A flie,that might haue intercepted tnee P 

ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe, : . 

a n the daughters wretch, thatthou haft oone, ... 
Haft thou that forehead with a golden Crowns* 
Where ihould be grauen , if that right were .right. 

The daughter of'the Prince that owde that Crowne, 

And hJiredeatb ofmy twofonnes, and brothers s 
Ted me thou vilhine flauc , where are my children ? 
JD«r.Thou tode.thou tode,whereis thy brother Clarence 1 
And little Ned Plantagenet;his fonne 
% u Where is land H*m»gs } Ktuers/ aught* firaj l 

A flouridi Trumpets, ftriketalarum Drums, 

let not the heauensheare thefe tel-tale women 
M loon thctordsAnoyntcd, Strikelfay. 

Eyther be patient, and intreat me fame, 

Or with the clamorous Reports of warre. 

Thus will I drownd your exclamations, ■ 

Dnt. Art thou my fonne F - 

King. I, I thanke God , my Fathered your felfe. 
D«r.Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Fine. Maddami haue a touch of your conation* 
Which cannot brooke the accent ofreproofe, 

D« f . I will be mild and gentle in my fgeech. 

Xm<r. And brie' e good mother for I amTh ift. 

Dut. Artti ou lb haftie,! haue ftayd for thee, 

God knows in anguifh, paine, and agonie. 

Km?. And came I not at laft to comfort you ? 
DaoNo by the h dy rood thou knowft it weli,, ‘ 



A grieuc«s burthen WAs thy birth to me. 

Tetchy and waiward was thy infancy, 

Thy fchoole-da.es frightfu.il, defperate,wild andferiou$ ; 
Thy age confirmd .proucle 5 fubtile 3 bloody trecherous, 
Whadcorftfortable houre-canft thou name. 

That ener graced me in thy company ? 

Kin. Faith none but &*mfhrejs home, that cald your 
To breakefaft once forth of my company ? (Grace 
If it be fo grieious in your fight. 

Let me march on , and not offend you grace. 

Dttt.O h'eare me fpeake,for Ifhall neuer fee thee more. 
Kin. Com?, come, you are too bitter. 

But. Eytherthou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance 
Ere from this watte thoutume a eonquerour 
Or I with griefe and extreame age fhall perifh, 

And neuer fookevponthy faceagaine: 

Therefore take with thee my moft heauycurle, 

W hich in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wearft 
My prayerson theaduerfe party fight, 

And there the little foules of Edwards children 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies. 

And promife them fucceffe in vi&ory. 

Bloody thou art, and bloody will be thy end. 

Shame ferues thy liftiand doth thy death attend. Exit. 

^.Though far mOrecaufe, yet much leffe fpittt toeurfe 
Abides in me, I fay amen to all. 

: Kin . Stay Maddam,! mu ft fpcake a word vyith you . 

haue nomore fonnes of the royall blood. 

For thee to mUrther, for my daughters, Rtcktrd 
‘ They fhall he praying Nunnes.not weeping Queenes, 
And therefore letiell not to hit their Hues, 

Kin. You hajie a daughter cald Elizabeth , 

Vertuous and faire, royall and gratious* 

3*#,. And muftfhediefor this? O let her Hue, 

Andile corrupt her manners, ftaine her beauty, 

Slander my felfe,as falfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vaile of infamy, 

So fee may liue vnlcard ftom bleeding flaughter 

1 will 



0/ Richard the Third. 

I will confeffe fhe was not Edwards daughter. , 

Kin. Wron° not her birth, (he is of royall biota. 

Qu. To faue her life,ile fay fhe is not fo. 

Kin. Her life is onely fafeft in her birth- 
&h. And only in that fafety dyed her brothers* 

X/».Loeat their births good ftarresare oppofit 
.No to their liues bad friends were contrary. 

Kn. All vnauoyded is the doome of deftiny • 

Q«.True when auoyded grace makes deftiny. 

My babes were deft ind to a fairer death, 

If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

1 Km. Maddam, fothriue 1 in my dangerous 

As I intend more good to youand yours, (Bile armes. 

Then euer youand yours were by me wrong d. 

<L what good is coucred with the face of Heauen, 

To be dilcouered that cart do me good. . . 

Kin. The aduanccmcnt of your children mighty Lady, 
gu.V p to feme fcaffold,there to loofe their heads. 
Jf/».No,to the dignity, and height of honour. 

The height imperial! type of this earths glory «• 

^•Flatter my torrows with report ofit. 

Tell me what ftate, what dignity what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine. 

{Kin. Euen all I haue., yea and my lelfe and all. 

Will I endow a child of thine. 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule, 

Thou drownd the fad remembrance ofthofe wrongs 

Which thou fuppofeft I haue dooe to thee. 

Of'. Be bnefe, Ieaftthattheproceffeof thy kmdneile 
Laft longertelling then thy kindnefle doo- n 
ifj».Then know that from my foule I louemy_daughter. 
My daughters mother thinks it with her foule 
Km. What do you thinke? . 

That thou doftloue my daughter from thy foule, 
So from thy foule didft thou loucher brothers. 

And from my hearts loue,I thanke tneefor it. 

Km Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning, 

I mcane that with my foule 1 loue thy daughter. 

And meane to make her Queene of Engl*,**. 

K ' 



^^.•Say then who deed thou mean? (hall be her King ? 
Ktng. Euen he that makes her Qjicene,who Ihould elfc?' 
£lu. What thou ? ^ 

Kttig.l, euen ) , what think e you of it M addam f . 
JVu.Hqw caoft thou woe her ? 

King, That 1 Would Iearne of you. 

As one that were beft aquainted with her humor, 

^5. And Wilt thbu learne of me ? 

King . Maddam with all my heart. 
gut Send to her by the man that flew her brothers • 
Apaire of bleeding hearts , thereon infer aue, 

Edward and Xorl^e , then happily (he will weepe. 
Therefore prefent to her , asiometimes Margret 
Did to my Father,a handkercheffe ftcept in Kut lands blood 
And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this indtrdement force her not to ldue. 

Send her,a ftory of thy noble a&s: 

TeilTier thou mad’ft away her vnckle Clarence , , 

Her Vhclt Rulers , yea and for her fake 
Madeftquickeconueyance with her good Aunt Anne* 
Ki»g t Combjc!$trie',ye mock? meithi-s is no! the way 
Towinne yourdaughter.- 
fht,. There is no other way, 

Vniefle thou couldeft put on, foiu,e other fhap?> . ... 

And not be 'RkhaM . that hath done all this. 

King. Inferrefaire England’ peace by his alliance* 
jQu. Which (he fliallpurchace with (till Jailing warre. " 
King '. Say that the King wh.ch may co:n'mand,intreats« 
£hs. That at her hands which the Kings king forbid, 
Kftig&syWdk (ball be a high and mighty Quetne.- 
JHus fo wa^e the' title as her mother doth.. 

K ing Say I will lo'ne her euerlaftingly. . , 

flu. But how long (hall that title euerlaft? 

King. Sweetly in once vnto her faire liues end, 

Q'u, Buftibw long fairely (hall that title laft ? 

King - So long as heanen and nature lengthen* it. rr - 
Qua ':o long as hell and Richard likes of it. 



X>ng. Say I herSoueraigneamherfubieciloiie. 
^«.Batme yourfubiect ioths fuch Soueraigpty, 



Kim 



of Richard the Third. 



Kin- Be eloquent in my behalfe to her. 

Oh. An honeft tale (peeds bed being plamely told. 

Kin- Then inpfeine termestell her my loumgtale. 
<9*.Plaine. and not honed is to har(ha ftiie, - 
K^n- Maddam yonr reafons are too (hallow and too 
Qu. o no,my reafons are to deepe and dead : (quicke, 
Toodepe and dead poore infants in their graue, 

Harpc on it dill (hall I, till heart-dnngs breake, 

K/«.Now bv my George, my Garter.and my Crown?.. 

flu. Prophan'd 3 didionoud,and the third vfurped- 

Kin. I fweare by nothing* 

<S)u . By nothing, for th -s is no oath, 

The George prophan’d, hath lod his holy honour: 

The Garter blemifliU pawn d his Knightly vertue : 

The Crowne vfurpt dilgracT his Kingly dignity. 

If nothing thou wit fweare to be beueued , 

Swearc then by fomething that thou haft not wrong d 3 
Kin. Now by the world- 
^g^.Tis full of thv foule wrongs. 

Ktn.My fathers death. 

jQu.lhy felfe hath chat difhoriour d. 

Kw. T hen by my felfe- 
fht.’Thy feife,thy felfe mifufed. 

Km. Why then by God. 

9«.Gods wrong is raoft of all: 

Ifthouhadft fear d,to breake an oath by him, 

T he vnity the King thy brother made. 

Had not beene broken nor my brother flame. 

If thou had ft fear’d to breake an oath by him. 

The impe iall mettall civclmg now my bro^. 

Had grac't the tender temples of my chid. 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here. 

Which now two tender playfellows for dull. 

Thy broken faith had made a prey for wonnes. 

Kin.&y the time to come. _ 

flu,. That thou haft wrong’d, in time orepaft. 

For I my felfe haue many te>res to wafh 

Hereafter time for time, by the paft wrong d. 

The children liUe,whofe parents thou halt flaughtgred, 

C a Vfl*. 
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Vngouerd yonth,’to waile it with her age, 

The p <rent*s Hue whofechildren thou hail butchercqfj 
Old \\ itherd plants to vyaiie it with their age : 

Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haft 
7 by time mifuied orepa ft. 

King,- As I Intend to pro fper and repent,. 

So thrive 1 in uiy dangerous attempt. 

Of hoftiie'artnes,my telte, my felfe confound* 

Day yeild me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Beoppofite all" planets of good lucke 
T o my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, , 
Immaculated deuotion,holy thoughts. , 

I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter, 

In her conlifts my happinefte and thine. 

Without her follows to this land and me* 

To thee her felfe and many a Chriftianfoule, 

Sad defolate rmne and decay* 

It cannot be auoy ded but by this : 

It will not be auoyded but by this: > 

Therefore good mother ( I muft call youfo) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her. 

Plead what I will be,not what I haue beene, 

J^ot by deferts,but what I will deferue :■ 

Vrge the necelftty and ftate of times. 

And be not peeuifh fond in deepc dehgr.es,, 

^ 5 . Shall I be tempted ofthe drueilthus ? 

Kwg.\ ,ifthe diueii tenapt-theeto doe good* 

. <?». Shall 1 forget my iblfe,to be my felfe ? 

King. I^f your felues -remembrance Wrong your felues* 
Q«. But thou didftkill my children, 

King, But^n you* daughter? wombe iie bury them* 
W T herein.thaineft : of.fpicery»there fhaii breed, •’ 
Seltes of then 5 felu.es to yourrecornfiture. 

Qjt. Shall I goewmne my daughter to thy will? 

King, Andbe a Happy mother in the, deed* 

Q». I goe, write to itk ytey ibortly. 

X*#£.Bearehea my tr-ueioues kifie: farewell. Exit 
Relenting fo®!e,and ihaiiow changing woman. Enter Kat. 
R<*t, My gracious ioueraigne on the VVeftcrne coaft, 

~ Rideth 
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friends, 

f hr0 ^Tod vnrelbi ud ro beat* them btete 
^. nat . ..ght’tiiat Richmond is their Admirall: 

expeai^butthe^d, 

R'ltl'p thy \e 1 fe ,or £ axesbj , where is he ? 
iw^Flve^oiepjukcr poft thoiUo Salisbury, - 

whettdii commeft there, dull vnmmdtullvtliaine 
jSShiou ftilUnd goeftmotto the Duke 

Cat,. Firft fflig&ty foueraigne let me know your miftd, 
1HU1 r from your rrargl fhaU^iehner birn. 

The le.te.il ttrengthimd power ma!w ’ 

And meete me prefently l u do at sjf- 

Rat . W hat is yourhighnefte pleafure l Inau ao j 

X»»f.Why,wnat fnouldft thou doe tnerebeTo^_ g , 
Ra/^ouv highneffe told me' I ftio^d 
F KiEgiU 

SSS" rft.i~.sSS 

w hy do ft thouTunne to many mines about,- 
When thou mayfttellthy tale a neerer way, 

O nee more- w hat news ? ■ - 
•par. Richmond is on the leas. • •• . 

jG^.There let him .finkejand be :ch*«srt on to 
White liuered runnagate , . what doth'hel^re 
Dar. I know not mighty foueraigne but by gtiefle 
j&w.\Vellfir J *syougueflTe» ,w .. ._ 

Dar. Sturd vp by Dorfet Buckingham, and cAj , 

He makes for England, therotodayme the Growne- 
King: Is the chaire empty ? Isthe iword vnlwaid 
Is the King dead ? the Empire vnpofieft ? 

What heite %f*k« is their.aliue but we • > . 



Then tell me, what doth" he vpon the Teas ? 

Dar Vnlefie ft>i that my Liege I cannot gueffe.’ 

Kin. V niefle for that he comes to be your l iege. 

You cannot gueiTfr wherefore the Welchmen comes 
Thou vvi t leuqlt arid flye to him I feare- * 

Dar. No mighty Liege, therefore millruft me not. 

Kin.: Where is thy power now to beat thembacke? 
Where are thy tenants, and thy followers? 

Are they not now vpon the weilerne lit ore. 

Safe conducing the rebels from their {hips. 

/)<*>•. No my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 
Kin. Cold frindsto R ichardyj hat do they in the North? 
.When they fhould ferue their foueraigne in the Weft. 
Dar . T hey haue not bincommai^;d mighty foueraigrtc, 
Pleafeit' your Maiefty,to giue meleaue, 
lie mufter vp my friends, and meet your Grace, 

{Where and what time your Maiefty (hall pleafe ? 

Kin. I jljthou wouidft be gon to ioyne with Richmond* 

;I will not truft you fir. 

SDa** Moft mighty foueraigne. 

You haue nqcauie tohold my friend Hup doubtfull 
I neuer was, nor neuer willbe falfe. {hind 

Ktn. WelJ,goe mufter thy men ; but heare you, Ieaue be- 
Your fen George Stanley ^ ooke your fayth be firme : A 

Or elfe his heads a durance is but fraile, 

Dar. So de^le-with him,as I proue true to you. 'Exit* 

Enter a (JMejfenger. 

M e f. M y graciou s fouera igne now in D e uonfkir e % 

As I by friends am well aduertifed. 

Sir William Courtney , and the haughty Prelate „ 

Bifhop of E.rrter ,his brother there, 

W ith many more confederates are in armes, 

' Enter another A4 effenger. 

■Mef. My Liege, in Kent the Guilfords are in armes. 

And euery houre,more competors 
Floeke to their ayd,andftill their power encreafetb. 
Enter another M effenger. 

Mtf % My Lord the army of the Duke of "Buckingham. 

He Jlrikes him* 

- , ( King* 



~o} RidharcTrfre Third, 



Xir<r. Out on ye Qvvles, nothinghut fopgs of death, 

Takethatvntill you bring me better nevves, - * . -> 

* M,r Your grace miftakes, the newesl bring is good* 
n ; wcs is that by hidden flood and fall of walers, 

Thp Duke o i Buckinghams army is difperft and fcattered 5 
And he hitnfelfe.fled.no man knovves whither, t v.,. v •> 

Kine.O I cryyou mercy I did miftake, ;. , .wh V <y. v » 
Ratcliff? revvard him for the blow I ! gaue him ; 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out, - 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham ? 

OHef. S uch Proclamation hath beeuemade my Liege* 
Enter another Mefenger. r. ;! • 

jlSef.Sk Thomas Lovell, and Lord -Marques Dorfet g * 

Tis faid my Liege are vp in armes- : h 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your grace, , 

The BrittaineNany is difperft , S -R rchmond in Dorfetfhtre^ 
Sent out a boat toaskethem one the fhort*^ 1 n 
If they were his a Aidants, yea , or noi * ( • y 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham - 
Vpon his party : he miftrufting. them*: VA 

Hoift-faiie, and made^jyay , 

Xi# .March on,marchon,fince we arevp in armes. 

If not to fight with forraine enemyes. 

Yet to bare downethefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Catesby 

Cat My Liege,the Puke of 'Buckingham is-taken, 

Thats the beft newes , that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power la >ded at BEtlford, , 

Is colder newes, yet they muftbe told- , 

K mg. Away towards Salisbury , while WC reafqnherSjt 
A royallbattell might bewonne and loft. » 

Some one take order 'Buckingham be brought 
So Salisbury , the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darby , S,r Chrtjlopher. 

Dar.Sig ChriflopherjtW Richmond this from Hie, 

That in the flic of chis moft Mood y bore, 

My Ion George Stanley is franckt vp in hold. 

If I reuolt oft goes yong Georges , head . 

The feare of that,- with-holds my pretest aide. 

Bus 
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Princely Richmond, now? 

Chi • At Pembroke fft at Hertford, weft in Wateil 
men of name re fort te him ? 
CtouSiiWal.ter'Ilfrbert-,* MShdwrted’ fduldier. 

Sir Gilbert Talbot, fir W Hi am S tan l j , 

Oxford ft doubted Pfobrooke, fir ■/ 
i? /c? ap Thomas ^vyith-A yMiant crew. 

With many more' ofnbSle fame and worth. 

And towards London they doe bend their courfe. 

If by the wa y they be not fought vvithall . 
©irr.Returnewnto-my Lord, com mend me to him 
TjJl hinuhe Queene hath heartily cotifented 
He fhall efpoufe Elizabeth her daughter* 

Thefe Letters will refoluehimof my mind. 

Farewell* Exeunt , 

y. Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Sue- Will not KmgRichard let me fpeake with him 
R^r.No my Lord, therefore be patient, 
Buc.HajlingsfLnd Edwards children, R iuersfiraj 
Holy King Henry, and thy fairefonne Edward, 

Vaughan , and all that haue mtfearried, 

Byvnderhand corrupted foule iniuflice. 

If that your moody difeontented foules, 

Do through thee lauds behold this prefenthoure, 

Euen for rcuenge mocke mydeflru6hon: 

This is'Ali Joules day fellowes is it not ? 

JUf.Itismy Lord. 

* Tuc. Why then All-foules day^s my bodies Doomnaay 
This is the day that in King Edwards time 
Twifht might fall on me when I was found 
. Falfe to his children, and his wines allies: 

This is the day wherein l wifht to fall, 

Fy the falie fayth of him I trufted moft : 

This is All- foules day, to iry feaiefull foule. 

Is the determined, defpite of my w rongs: 

That high ail-feer that 1 dallied with. 

Hath turnd my fained prayer on my ieia. 

And eiuen inearneft what 1 begd in tclt. 

Thus do th iw for^e thc (word of wicked men 
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muft we not? 
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uiwiaiu ahe Third. 

To ttitne their points on their mailers bofome'; 

Now Margrexs curie is fallen vpon my head, 

When be quoth the, fhall fplit thy heart with forroW, 
Remember Margret was a proph^eteffe. 

Come firs , conuey me to the blockeof fhame. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
Enter Richmond with Dimmer and Trumpets • 
R/^.Fellowes in armes,and my mol| louing friends, 
Bruifd vnderneath the yoake of tyranny, 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue wemarcht on without impediment ■ 

And heere receiue we from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragment. 

The wretched, bloody, and vfurping boare, 

Thatlpoil'd your fommer-field, and fruitful! vines, 

Svviis your warme blood like wafh,and makes his trough. 
In your imboweld bofome, this foule fwine 
Lies now euen in the center of this lie, 

Neere to the Towns of Leicester as weiearne : 

From Tamwo rth thithe rds bnt one dayes march; 

In Gods name cheareon,couragiou sTriend s. 

To reape the hariie-ft of perpetuall peace. 

By this onebloody tryall of fharpe warre. 
i Lor . Euery mans confcience is a thoufand fwotds 
To fight againft that bloody homicide* 
a Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flye to vs- 
3 Lor. He hath no friendsfout what are friends for feare 
Which in his greateft need will fhrinke from him. 

Rich. All for our aduantage, then ift Gods name march. 
True hope isfvvift,and flies witbfwallowes win^s. 

Kings it makes Gods,and meaner creatures Kings. 

Enter King Rickard % Nor .Rat cliff e,Catesby, with others. 

■ .King. Here pitch our tents, euen herein Bofworth 
Why how now Cateiby, why Iookeft thou fo fad 
Cat. My heart is ten times lighterthen my look© 

King. Norfolk? come hither : 

Norfolk? we muft haue knockes, ha 



Nor. We muft both giue and take my gracious LorcJ» 
King.V p with my tent, here will I lye to niglit, • 
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The Tragedy * 

But where to morrow ? well all is one for that i ‘ 

Whohath defcried the number of the foe ; 

Nor. Six or feuenthoufand is their greateft numbers 
KingNJ hy , our battalian trebles that account, 

B elides that,a Kings name'is a Tower of ftrength s , . 

Which they vpon the aduerfe party want: 

VpAvith my Tent there valiant Gentlemen? 

Let vs furuey the vancage or the field? . 

Call for fome men of found ditecUon,- 
Lets want no difcipline make no delay, 

Tor Lords to morrow is a bufie day. Exeunt* ■ 

Enter Richard with the Lords . 

Rich. The weary Sunne hath made a golden feat,, 

And by the bright jaracke of his fiery Carre, 

Giues fignall of a goodly day to morrow, 

Where is Sir Willtam Brandon, he {hall beare my ftanderdi 
The Earle of Bembrooke keepe his regiment, 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my good night to him. 

And by the fecond houre in the morning, . 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my Tent _ :: 

Yet one thing more , good Blunt before thou goeft. 
Where is Lord Stanley quarterd, doeftthou know ?- 
Blunt. Vnleffe I hauemiftaine his colours much, 
Which.well I amaffur’d 1 haue not done. 

His regiment liethhalfe a mileatlcaft. 

South from the mighty power of the King. v 
Rich. If without perrill it be poffible, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night to him, 

And giue him from me-thismoft needfull fcrowle* 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord , He vndertake it* 

'Rich. Fftewell Good Blunt*. 

Giue me fome Jnke aodpanerin my Tent, 
lie draw the forme and modle of our battcll, 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge, > 

And part in iufr proportion our fmall ftrength : 

Come let vs confult vpon the morrowes bufineffe* j 
In our Tent, the aire is raw and cold • , ■ 

Enter King Rtchard,N it . Rat cl ijf'c ffatesby. 

King. Whatisaclccke.’ a Cat ■ 



. r*t It is fix of the clocke, full fupper-time. 
jGn'.l will not fup to night, giue me fome Inkeand Papee 
What is my Beauer eafier then it was ? 

And all my armour layd into my tent. 

Cat. It is my Liege, and all dungs are m readmefc. 

Kin- Good Norfolke hie thee to thy charge , 

Vfe carefull watefrehufe trufty Centinell, 

Afar* I goe my Lord* _ _ .. . 

Kin. Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolk?* 

' Nor. I warrant you my Lord, 

Kino Catesby* 

IW. My Lord* 

iu».Send oucaPurfeuantat armes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sumrifing,leaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternall night. 

Fill me a boule of Wine, giue me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrovy, 

. looke that my ftaues be found and not too heauy K atcltfie 

K,tr. siwelUhou the me knchollyX’^^fF*^^^ ^ 
Rat.Thoma* the Earle o $ Surrey, andhimfelfc* 

Much like C.ockftmt time, 'from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chering vp the fouldiers* 

Kin. So .1 am fatisfied, giue me a boule of W inc, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit, 

Nor cleare of mind that I was wont to haue : 

Set it downe,is Inke and 'paper ready? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Kin . Bid my guard watch,leaue me. 

Rat chff e about the mid ft of nightcome to mv* tent 
And heipe to arme me,leaue me I fay. Exit Rat > 

Enter T)arby to Richmond in his tent. 

Tar. Fortune and victory fit on thy hclme* 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can aford. 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law, 

Tell me how fa res our noble mother ? 

Tar. I by atturney blefl'e thee from thy mother, 

\yho prayes continually for Ktchmnds good 

JL 2. 






So much for that-: the filent houres fteale on 3 
Aflakiedarknelfebreakes within the Eaft, 

In briefe/or io the feafon bids vs be: 

Prepare thy battell early in the morning, 

And put thy fortune to the-arbitctment . 

Of bloody ftrokes and mortall Haring warre,. 

I asl may, that which i would I cannot, 

With bell aduantage will deceiue the time, 

And aydthee intlus doubtfullfhocke ofarmesr 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

-Leaft being feene thy tender brother George , • 

Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leifure and the fcarefull time: 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowesof loue. 

And ample enterchange of fweet difeourfe. 

Which fo long fun dred friends Ihould dwell vpon 
God giue leilureof the-fe rights of loue, 

Once more adiew.,be valiant and fpeed well. 

Arch , Good Lords condud him to his regiment : 

Jle ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap 
Leaft leaden flu mber peife me d owne tomorrow : 

When 1 fbould mount with wings of vidory : 

Once more goodnight kind Lords,and Gentlemen. Exmhs 
O thou whole captainel account my felfe, 

\ Looke on my. force with thy gracious eyes: 

Put in there hands thy brufing Ironsof wrath, 

T hat they may crufhdowne with heauy fall. 

The vfurping helmet of our aduerlar'es. 

Make vs thy minifters of chafticcment ; 

That we may praife thee in the victory, 

To'thee I doe^commend my watchful! foule. 

Ere I -let fall the windows of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and w aking,oh defend me ftill. 

Enter the ghofi of Prince Edward, fonne to Henry the 6, 
Ghost roK-Ric- Let me lit heauy on thy foule to morrow, 
Thinke how thou ftabft me in my prime of youth 
At Tewkesbury difpaire and dye. 

To Kick. Be chearefull Richmond f or the wronged loules 

Of 



J- Richard the 'Third, 

Of butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, , 
vino Henries iflue Richmond comforts thee. ; 

0 Enter the Gkoft of Henry the 6. (body, 

■ Ghoftto K. Richard* When I was mortall myanoynted 
By thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke onthe Tower, and me; delpaire and die, 

Harry the fixt bids thee defpaire and die. 

To Rich. Vertuous and holy, be thou conqueror^ 

Harry that Prophelied thou hi ou id ft be King, 

Doth comfort thee in thy fleepe, line and fiourifh. 

Enter the Ghost of clarence . 

Ghofi.Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow, 

1 that was wafht to death with fuliomc Wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betraydto death ; 

To morrow in the baftell thinke on me 
And tall thy edgelcffeiword, defpaire and die. 

7 $ Rtch.Thon off-fpring ot thehoufe ofLancafteo 
The wronged heires of Pork? do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell,liue and flourifo. 

Enter the Ghoji of Riuers, Gray, Vaughan, 

Rwj-ict me fiUi£auyr <!>n to morrow, 

Miners, thn died at Pomfret, defpaire and dye._ ” 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy foule difpaire* 
vaugh. Thinke vpon Vaughan , and with guilty fears 
Let fall thy launce, defpaire and die, ‘ , 

All to Rich . Awake and thinke our wrongs m Richards bo- 
“Will conquer him,awake and win the day. (loirte. 

Enter the Ghoftof L. Hastings • 

Ghoft' Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake. 

And in a bloody battell end thy dayes- » 

Thinke on Lord Hastings difpaire and die* 

To iJ<ci.Q.uietvn troubled foule,awake,awake, 

Arme, fight and conquer for faire Englands fake. 

Enter the Cjhofl of two young P rmces . 
ghofi. Dreame on, thy coufins fmothered in the! owet 
Let vs be layd within thy bofome Richard, 

And Weigh thee downe to mine fhame arid death. 

Thy Nephews loules bid thee difpaire and die. 

To R t. Slezyz Richmond fleepe in peace, and wake in toy. 

I 3 Good 
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Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 
lijje and beget a happy race of Kings: 

Edvards vnhappy fonnes do bid thee flourifh* 

E nt er the Ghost of fffueene Anne,his wife, 
Richardfhhy wife, that wretched Anue thy wife. 

That neuer flept a quiet houre with thee. 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 

To morrovy in the battell thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgeleffe fword,difpaire and die.' 

To R/c&.Thou quiet foule,fleepe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Preame of fucceffe,and happy victory, 

T hy aduerfarics wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the ghqjl of Buckingham* 

The firft was I that helpt thee to the Crowns, 

The laft was I that felt thy tyranny, 

O in the battell thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror ©f thy guiltineffe: 

Preame on,drea me on,of bloody deeds and death,’ 
Fainting di(paire,dilpairingyeild thybreatlv 
To Rich* I dyed for hope ere I could lend thee aid. 
But chearethy heart,and be not ihoudifmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard ktls in height of all his pride. 

K. Richard started out of his dr earn e. 

K.R/f^.Giueme another horfe,bind vpmy woundss 
Haue mercy lefu : foft I did but dreame. 

O coward confcicnce, how doft thonaffii# me ? 

The lights buqje blew, it is not dead midnight: 
r Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling flefli. 

What do I'feare my felfe? theres noneelfe by, 

Richard loues Richard, that is Jam I, 

Is there a murtherer here, No. yes, I am. 

Then flie, what from my felfe ? great reafon why, 
leaft I reuenge. What ? my felfe vpon my felfe: 

Alacke Iloue my felfe, wherefore? for any good 
Jhat my felfe hath done vnto my felfe : 



e f txicharci the 7 bird* 

On© s alas 1 rather hate my felfe,' : 

Svfhatefull deeds committed by my felfe . 

Forhateiun i lye I am not. 

l a ^ e a 0 V f thy felfelpeake well foole doe not flatter, 

5,°con& , tonSaeS ' 

And euery tongue brings in , feuctall tale. 
a r d euery tale condemnes me for a viilame * , f 

Periury^in the higheft degree, 

Murder, fterne murder , inthe dyreft degree. 

All fcuerallfinnes, all vfde in each degree. 

Throng all to the Boare, crying all,guilty, guilty, 

I {balfdifpaite there is no creature loues me, 

And if l die , no foule fhall pittie me ; 

And wherefore Ihottld they toeethar I my felfe, 

Find in mv felfe, no pitty to my felfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that 1 haue murdr 

To morrowes vengeance on the head ot Mitara. 

Rat. My Lord. ' . 

Xw?.Zound9^Hwh(r is there- 1- r t -i , ,, 

Rat. My Lord tis I : the early village Codes, 

Haue thrice done falutation to the morne. 

Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armour, 

King.'.O Ratcltfe , I haue dream d a fearefull dreamfe* 
What think l ft thou, will our fnendsproue ail true ? 

Rat. No doubt my Lord.' 

Kinir. O Ratcliffe f ft ate i I feare, ■; 

Rat. Nay good my Lord be not affraid of ihadowas 3 
King. "By the Apoftie Paul, fhadowes to night 
Haue ftroske more terrour to the foule of Rtchard, 

Then can the fubfiance often thoufahd Souldiers 
Armed inproofc, and led by {&ti\<sv?-Richmond.> 

Tis not yet neere day comegoe with me, 

Vnderoiir Tents , lie play the ewefe-dropper. 

To hcare if any meane to fhrinke from me, Exeunt, 



Enter the Lords toRichmond* 
Lords , Good morrow I liakmond.^ 



Rich, 
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Rich. Cry mercy lords, and vvatchfuJl gentlemen i 
That you haue tane a tardy fluggard heere. J J 

Lor. How haue you flept my Lord ? 

Rich. The fweeteft fleepe, and faireft bodin® dreams 
That euer entred in a drowfie head, ° “* 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lord : 

Me thought their foules whole body IWW^murthered 
Came to my Tent and cried on victory ; 

I promife you my l'ouie is very iocund. 

In the remembrance of (6 faire a dreame. 

How farre into the mourning is it Lords ? 

Lor. Vpon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then tis time toarme, and giue direction. 
More then I haue faid,louing country-men, ( Hi s Oration so 
Theleifureandinforccmentofthetime, (his Souldiers, 
Forbids to dwell vpon , yet remember this, 

God , and our good caufe , fight vpon our fide. 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged ioules. 

Like high reard bulworkes ftand before our faces, 
"Richard except , thofc whom we fight again!*. 

Had rather haue vs winne , then Him theyfoITow : 

For what is he they follow ? truely gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant , and a homicide. 

On railed in bloud,and on in bloud eftabli/hed ; 

One that made meanes to come by that he hath, 
An<Tflaughteredthofe that were the meanes tohelpehim ; 
A bace foule ftone , made precious by the foyle 
Of England} chaire , whereheisfalfly let. 

On that hath euer beenc Gods enemy : 

Thenifyou fight againft Gods enemy* 

God willin iulfcce reward yon a$ his Souldiers 
If you fwearetoput a tyrant downe, 

You fleepe in peace the tyrant being flame. 

If you doe fight againfi your countryes foes. 

Your countries fat fhall pay your paines the hire* 

If you doe fight in fafegard of your wiues. 

Your wiues fhall welcome home theconquerours : 

If you doe free your children from the Sword. 

, Your childrens children quits kin your age ; 

Then 



Then in the name of God and all thefe rights, 

Aduance your ftandards,draw your willing Swords 
For me , the ranfome of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corps on the Earths cold face : 

But if I ihriue , the gaine of my attempt, 

The lea ft of you fhall {hare his part thereof, 

Sound "drumes ancf trumpets boldly, and cheeierully, 

Godj and Saint George , Richmond, a nd victory* 

Enter King Richard , R<?f* &c. 

King What fay d Northumberland as touching Richmonds 
j lat. That he was neuer train’d vp in Armes. 

Kine. Hefayd thetruth,and what faid Surrey then* 

Rat. He fmiled and fayd , the better for our purpole. 
Km?. He was in the right, and fo indeed it is '■ 

Tell the Clocke there. The Clocks * 

Giueme a Kalender , who faw the Sunneto day ? 

Rat. Not \ my Lord. ; _ . 

King. Then he difdaines to ftnne , tor by the Booke-, 
He fliould hauebrau’d the Eaft an houre agoe, 

A blacke day will it be to fome body. 

Rat. My Lord. " 

King. The Sunnewill not be feeneto day. 

The skie doth frowne and lower vpon our Army, 

I would thefe dewy teares were from the ground. 

Not fliine to day , why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond- iot the felfe-lame facauen 
That frownes on me lookes fadly vpon him- 
Enter Norfolk}. 

Nor. Arme,arme, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the field 
JG»£.Comebuftle,buftle,caparifcn my Horfe, 

Call vp Lord Stanley , bid him bring his powc?, 

I will lead forth my Souldiers to the plaine, 

And thus my battell fhall be ordered. 

My fore- ward fhall be drawne in length, 

Confifting equally of Horfe and Foote* 

Our Archers fhall be placed in the midft, 

John Duke of Norfolk} , Thomas Earle of Surrey 
Shall haue the leading of the Foote and Horfe, 

They thus directed , we will follow 

M • T 
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In the maine battell ,whofe puiffance on eyther fide 
Shall be well winged with ourchiefeft Horfe ? 

This, and Saint (Jeorge to. home, what thinkefttnou not. 

Nor- A good direction warlike .Souera.igne, He (he™, 
This found f one my Tent this morning* him apaf 

lackey of Norfolke fe not to held. 

For Dicks n thy mazier ts bought and fold . 
King. A thingdeuifcd by the enemy, 

Goe Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge. 

Let not. eurbabling dreames affright our foules, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vie, 

Deuifde at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe, 
Ourftrong armes be ourconfcience, our fwords our la 
March on, ioyne brauely , let vs to it pell mell, 
Ifnotto«Heauen, then hand in hand to Hell, His Ora 
Whatihafl I fay more then I haue inferd, to his Hr 
Remember who you are in cope withall, 

A fort of.Vagabond s, Rafcols,and run.awayes, 

A fcum of Briitaines , and bafe lackey Pefants, 
Whom their ore cloyed Country vomits forth 
To defperate aduenturesand allur'd deftru<ftion. 

You fleeping fafe they bring you to vnreft : 

You hauing lands,and bleft with beautious wines. 
They would reftraine the one.diftainc the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow ■ 

Long kept in Britt aim at our mothers coft, 

A milke-fop one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fhooes in Snow : 

Lots whip thefe llraglers ore the Seas againe. 

La fli hence thefeouerweening rags of France t 
Thefe famifrfcbeggers weary of their hues* 

V Vho but for dreaming on this fond exploit. 

For want ofmeanes poore rats had hang’d themielues 
If we be conquered let men conquer vs, 

And not thefe baft ard BrUtaines whom our fathers 
Haueintheirowne land beateo,bob d and thumpt. 
And on record left them the heires of frame. 

Shall thefeenioy our land , lie with our wines • 
Rsuilli our daughters, harke I hcarc there Drum 
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Fi.rht Gentlemen of England fight boldly Yeomen ■ 
Draw Archers, draw your Arrowes to the bead- 
Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood, 

Amaxe the welking with y'-mr broken ftaues. 

What fayes hox& Stanley will he bring his power? 

Mef. My lord he doth deny to come. 

Kini Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paft the marfr. 

After the battell let George Stanley dye. 

Kin. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofoms, 
Aduance our ftamdards, fet vpon our fees, 

Our ancient word of courage faire Saint George 
Inlpire vs with the fpleene of fiery Dragons, 

Vpon them, victory fits on our helmes. 

Alarum exctirftons. Enter Catesby. 

Of .Re fee w my Lord of A r crf«?% J refcew,refcew 
The King enaCts more wonders then a man. 

Daring and oppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is fiaine,and all on foote he fights. 

Seeking for R ichmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord, onelfe-the day is loft. Enter Richard* 
Kin. A horfe,a horfe, my Kingdomc for a horfe. 

Of. W ithdraw my Lord, ile helpe you to a horfe. 

Kin, Slaue lbaue let my life vpon a caft, 

Apd I will ftand the hazxard of ^ie die, 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue I flaine to day inftead of him* 

A horfe, a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe. 

Alarum, Enter Richard & Richmondjhey fight ^Richard is 
flame , then re trait being founded . Enter Richmond t D ar by 
: bearing the Crowneyvith other Lords, m 

Rich . God and your armes be prayfed victorious friends. 
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 

Dar.CoimgiousRichmondjVfcll haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vfurped royalties. 

From the dead temples ofthis bloudy wretch, 

Haue 1 pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 
Weareit,and make much of it. 

VJeh. Great God of Heanen fay Amen to all, 

M a 



But 




Mi tell me, isyo.ung George Stanley liuing? 

Dar . He is my Lord, and fafe in Letter towne, 
Whether ift pleafe you, we may now withdraw vs. 

Rich.W hat men of name are flaine on eyther fide ? 

John Djf^eyf LLorfolke, Walter Lord Ferris , f tr 
R obert Brqkenburj , fir. William Brandon. 

Rich. Inter their bodies as become their births, 
Proclaimea'pardoo to the fouldiers fled. 

That in fubmiflion will returne to vs. 

And tfren as we haue tane the Sacrament, 

We willvnitethe white rofe and themed. 

Smile heauen vpon this faire coniunftfon. 

That long hath frown’d vpon their emnity. 



JJtU : 




The father rafhly flaughtcred bisownefonne. 

The fonnecoihpeldjbemgbutchejr^othelather. 

All this ditiide&frf&'ania Lancailer^ n. ; . . ; ,i 
Diuided in their.dire djuifion. 

O now let 'Richmond ) and Elizabeth y 
The true fucceeders of each. royal! houfe. 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together, . 
And let their heires (God if they will befo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fac’t peace # 

With fmiling plenty and faire prolperous aaies. 

Abate the edge oftraytors graciousLord 
That would reduce thefe bloody dayes againe, 

And make poore Sngland weepe in ftreames of blood, 
Bet them not Hue to tafte this lands increafe, 

That would jyith treafon wound this faire lands peace. 
No.W/ciuill wounds are ftopt, peace liues againe. 

That Itoe may long liue here, God lay Amen. 
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